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A LOVE CRIME. 

(.'IlAl'TKK I. 

'Tni: litllL* (li‘:i\vin;i--rn()iii was illniiiiTiatiMl l*v fh^- 

i 

1il;!iI nl line «• liniips—tall lamps si.nidniL; 
on .Ia}»a.m‘se vas<*K and la-ann^ ^.;lul)(‘S ii|n)n wliirh 
il(*\il»l<* sh.nil's of a ])alo Lhm tint, d’la 
door was hiddon by a ]»ii‘ri‘ of tapostix : tu'o walls 
wi'ic Inin^ with aiiotlici piooi*, wlin li w av<' « oxiaod 
with lai^’i* fiji^iin'S. lloth windows won* dia]»od 
with I'ln tains -di.twn just now—of die]) led 

eoloiir and heavy o| fold. 

« 

'riie ;'}»ai‘tinent tliiis I'loseil in li nl a hoini*- 

liUi* an, w hieii vv .is he'it;hteiu*d Jiy tlie pioiii-ion 

of sin.dl articles se.dteied oV’ei tin till lilt ilie: 

])lioto*;,l a]»Jis set. Ill flames, l.Kipieiid bo\o-^. old- 

fasliloiied eases, .i tew S.l\on st.itilettes, liooks 

stitehed in eoveis of ;ndii|ni stnif, sneli ,e« 

were eoniinu; into fashion in tin* yeai J.S.S.I, 'J'he 
* ^ • 

w’reatlnne* toli.a^e of an ev'ei _t;'i et*n ])lant siiow'ed in 
one eoinei. (1os(- be.'-nle it, an ojien jii.ino dis¬ 
played its wdnte Ue\s. An fai^hsh seieen witli 
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coloured glasH suni a nln-lt nu wliicli tca-cu])R, 
books, or work might he laid, stood in folds on 
t)ne side of file fire-j)la<*(*. ''J’Jie fire burned wilh a 
peaceful erackling noise winch formed an aeeoni' 
])animent to the sound jiroceeding from tin* tea¬ 
pot as the latter leeeivod Ihe caress<*H from tlie 

flamr* ot its lamp on the low table designed tor 

1 * 

KlK'll 

'file furniture ot the s«im(‘what crowded ihaw- 

ing-room prf*sented that composite aj)]»cai«njce 

W'hich iH characteiistic of our time, logelhei with 

the peculiarity that everytJiing m it seemed to i>e 

almost too new. At a first glance, certain sliglil 

indiealiuiiH w-onld have seemed to show that its 

Paiisiau asjiect had been voliintarily aimed at. 

(.)l>j(*e1s W’’ere I'oiitrasted Inu’e and tlnT(*; there 

weie, for instance, little old-fashioned silver 

s])oous; on the walls Avoro two excellent copies of 

small religions pictures, to wliieli memoiies oi’ 

eliildlioed wt*ic eertamlv linked, and wlii<*li could 

have conn* only from an old eountiv Inuis**. 'Jdn* 

« « 

]>liot(igiaphs, also, witn(*ssed, by the drt'ss ami 
demeanour of tin* relatives or friends repiesenti*d, 
lo altogether proviin lal relationships. The feeling 
of contrast would IniA't* bei*oiii(‘ still molt* })eree])t- 
ilile to one visiting tbt* other rooms and finding 
everywhereevidmitfrikt'iis flint tlu*pt*rsoTis dAvolhng 
in them had livetl but a very short tnin* at I’aris, 
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'J'llix siiiall-sjzoil «lra\vinj^-r(n»in to a 

Hifjall-s]Z(Ml hoUMo sitiiatud at. N<i. oi, Um* di* La 
liocliulducauld. Ida lowi/i- ]»art of tins nIum*), 
wliic'li <l(\^r*t*ndH iji a vcay slope to the Ihir 

Saiut-ljaZiiK', eomprisi'S s<,‘V<‘raI piiv.it(* lioiisi's i.| 
vcrv varied hiuld, .iiid-a l«‘\v retired dwelhnorH 

I 

suii''tiijuled l»y ^.ardeiis. d'ln* lioiis<* eoiitaiiiin^ 

the diawiti^-rooiii wac. I milt for an aetn-ss 

by a et'lelnated liiiatien i under the Kiiipiie. at a 

]M‘iio<l when the liU(‘ <le hi Toiu dcs l)aiijrs hai- 

hoiired many ja'jnecs and prine«*sht's ol iJu* lool- 

hehts. d’oo sjnall to suit a wralthv faniilv, too 
*” * * 

ineoinamieiit, owin^ to eeilain di‘ti'‘i<‘H(‘ies m ae- 
eoniinodatiuij, fur t«m.inls aeenst(mu*d to tin* 
coni])leti‘ness nf English comfort, it must Jiave 
piov«‘d (juite seduetis(‘ to jxasons a( euslniucd to 
a Semi-count 1 V life l)\ its attiaetion as a “home,’ 

ft I 

as Well as Ity tin* tjUiet. perwidiUi* the end of the 
sti<*et, M hleli IS raielv atfiorited l»v \(‘hje|es on 
account of the ditIicult^ of tin* ascent. 

Ihirin^ij: this November evenini;, althou^li the 
\\mdows of tile htth* diawin^-nunn loi»k(Ml upon 
tlu‘ couityard, and tliu hitter ojieiied ujmui the 
street, only .i dim and distant iimrinuiinc’ pene¬ 
trated from without, broken occasional f^usts 
of the north w’iml. iludji^Ine by the whislhiif^* ot 
this north wind tin* nii;ht must have* been a cold 
oue. So, ut least, opined a laiily >ouiig man, mie 
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tlil'tM.* ])rrsnijs ill the <1i’jnvinG;- 

ronm, oh Jio imho freon liin cliair. Hot ilowii Ins 
oiiipty oil]) oil tlio toa-tmy T\"ith ji sigh, mol InoktMl 
M tho iinio-piooo 

“ Ton o'oltiok. Must 1 ri‘,'illy iro to roo tho Ma]- 

• « * 

lionroH tliiR ovi'iiinpj? AVliat a (ksostor it is to 
have a h(‘1ihi 1>1<‘ Avito wlm tliiiik'j a]o)iit yoin I’ntiiic ’ 
Noy<o' ;^*i.‘t iii!nri(‘il, Arinainl. InHtoii to tliat yinel * 
I wan HO ( niiiimtal)!o lioro witli yon. Lemk lioro, 
llolon,” ln‘ \s<Mjt on, loaning on t!i(‘ l»aok of tlio 
(.jisy-fliair in wliioh Imh amIo waw s(‘atiMl, Avliat 

I 

M'lll ]iJi])})on if I do nf»t ]mt in mi «i])poaranoc thin 


ovonin^ ^ 


“ \Vt* nliall ]»o disooiivtooiiH to Honio yory kind 

t 

p(M>]>lo, wlio liavo ahvayn hohayed janlootly 
ti»A\'ardH iiH snM‘(‘ Ave oanio to kaiis a yoar 01*0,” 

I * 

Vf pliod till' yoiitiij; Avonian ; kIio ntrotoliod out 
to tin* tiro hor slotidi*!* foot, in tin* jin'tty ])atont 
IratlitT shoos and niau '’'0 stockinj::s, tin* lattoi l)(*ini:^ 
of tin* sanio oohnir as hor dicss. “ If I had not 
inv iioiiialiiia I ” sin* mhlod, ]mttin^’ lioi* tinp'rs to 
lior toiii])!o. “ \ on Avill niak** all niy j*xonsos to 
thoni (V*nn*, iny poor AllVod, (‘(nirai^o I 

Sin* rose and hold ont hor hainl to lior husliand. 


'vlio droAv lii'i’ t<i him in ordor to i»'iyo Ikt a kiss. 
\'ipihlo ])ain Ayas dr]nct(‘d on Ilolon'H handsoino 
faoo f'*!’ a miijiito, dnnn;^ AAdiioli slio an aw o<ijiHtrann'd 
f<f Milauit to this caroHH, Standing thus in hor 
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!njnivi'-(‘olt'UV«*(l, la(‘<*-tnMiiijO(l di’(*S'5, Ihr i'Dutrtiftt 
l>r‘iw(*<*Ti flu* olrgiiiict* ()1 Ian* eiitin* |)<"ist-ii jithI tin- 
rhinisint‘K,s ()t’ tin* iimii wlioKi* naiin^ kIk^ burr av.is 
still sink ill,:;. 

Sln" tall, slnnin, and snppln. ddn‘ di ln.M(*y 
Avith 'wliK'li her liarid jt)UiL*(l the aim wliieli tlje 
s!<‘e\e tif her dress left h.di* iiiieoveied, the inhn^ss 
ni this arm, »ni wliieh shone the ;j,'old of a hraeelei, 
the nniiidiK'ss of her daiiilv waist, llie LCia<*e of hei 
yoiithliil iie’ure,—all levealed jii lier thi‘ blonmini;- 
oi a hoddv l)eaut\ in hariuoiiy with the he.nilv ol’ 

t ■* ■ 

her head. Her |)]‘ii;]it chestnut hair, ])arted siinjily 

ill the iM-ntre, half eeiieeahsl a foi-ehea<l that was 

ahiKf.st t<io hi_i^li—a ]Mohal>lt* si_i;n that with liei 

feelini:; piedoiuinated oyi‘i jndi;‘iiieiit. She had 

hr<i\vji (‘yes, in a f.dr e(iinpl<‘xi<ni, sueii eyes as 

IxM'onie hazt'l or hlaek aeeoidmi^ as the jnijal 

eonti’aets nr dilates: and eyervthini!; in the lace 

deelans! ]).issiori, (‘ne]'_i\, and pnde, lioin tie* 

]atln‘r1o(i jnoiioiineed hie* <»f the oval, indicating 

the iiini stiiictnie oi tie* low'ei pait of He* le*ad, to 

tile mouth, wiiieh w’as stioim’lv oiitliiesi, and I'loni 

» 1 ■ 

the ehin, wdiieh w'as worthy of an .ne‘i(*nt medal, 

■. 

to the nos(, wdiieh wm*'’ le'aily stiaii;ht, and was 

unit(*d to tlu* f(nele*a<l li\' a iiohh* attachni«‘nt. 

• 

The pur(^ and hvine- quality of Iut hi'finty fully 
justified tin* fevyour depicted on tie* fae«‘ of her 
husband wdiile he was kissing his wile, just as tbu 
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evident {ivereion ol tJie yomi^ woman was ex- 
plaiutMl by the unploasing aspect ot her lord ami 
master. They were not ereatures ot the samii 
breed. Alfred Chazel presented the, rejjjnlar type 
»>f a middle-class Freiiehnian, wh«> has had to work 


too diliji^(aitly, to prepare for too many examinations, 
to s])cud too many lionrs over papers or beion* a 
desk, at an age wlieii the body is devidopmg. 

Altlmiigh ho was searcelv tliirtv-two, the lirst 
tok(*ns (»f physical wear and tear Avere abiuidaiit 
with liim. Ilis hair w'as thin, his eompU'xioii 
looked inipoverish(,‘d, his shoulders Avere both 
broad and ]>ony, and there avus an angularity in 
his gestures as w'ell as an aAvkAvardness about his 
entire person. His tall figure, his big bones, and 
his largt* liand suggested a disparity bidweeii the 
initial constitution, which must liaA^e been robust, 
and the I'diieatiuii, AvhicJi must have been re<hieing. 
(liazt*! carried an eye-glass, Avhieh lie Avas ahvays 
letting fallj fur he was clumsy w’itli his long, thin 
Jiaiids, as Avas attested by the lying of the Avhite 
t'Veiiing eraA'atjSo liadly adjusted round his already 
crum}»led colLir. Ibit when the eye-glass fell, the 
blue eolour of his eA’es Avas the btdter seen—a blue 
so open, so frc'sh, so childlike, that the most ill- 
disposed 2^<?i>^ons Avould liaA'e found it haul to 
attribute this man's Aveariness to any «'XeeHs suA^e 
that of thought. 
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llis Still very youtlitul simlo, displaying- wldU* 
teeth ben<*atli a lair beard, which Alfred won* 
in its entirotv, luiimonised with this childlike 
frankii(‘SH ot look. And, in tact, (Ihiizers life had 
been passe.d in continuous, ahstn-binp; work, and in 
an absolute inexperience ut‘ what was not his 
business,” as he used to sav. Sou of a nio<lest 
professor of chemi,stry, and ^-landson of a pea¬ 
sant, Altj’cd, having* inhciited ajditude foi the 
sciciK-(*s lioin his father, and tenacity of ])iupi>se 
from his ^Tamllatlier, had, by dint of em‘ij4'y, and 
with but moderate abilities, been one of the first 
at the entrance to that Ecole Poly technique 
winch, m the estimation of many excellent 
intellects, exercises, by its overloaded and p»’c- 
cocious examinations, a miinlcroiis influence upon 
the development of tlic middle-class youth of our 


country. 

At twenty-two, Cliazel passed out twelfth, and 
three years later first from the School of Roads and 
Bridges. Bent to Buiirges, he fell in love with 
Mademoiselle de Vaivre, wimso father, having 
married a second time, could give her only a very 
slender dowry. The unexpected death, first of 


Monsieur de Vaivre, then of liis second wife and 


of their child, suddenly enriclied tlie young house¬ 


hold. xVppointed the jtveeedmg year to a muni¬ 
cipal post at Paris, th(‘ engineer found that he 
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had realiRi'd a lmn<lro<llold tlip iiinst anihitious 
hopes of his youth. Uis wife’s fortune aiiKJUiited 
to about iiiiu‘, linndred thousand francs, to the 
Teturiis from which were added the ten thousand 

francs of his »)wij salarv and tlie small income 

« 

which Jjad been left bv his father. But this 
comp(‘1encv, instead of bluntini^ the young man’s 
activity, stimulated it to the ambition of compen¬ 
sating in honour for tin* ine(]uality of position be¬ 
tween hims(*lf and liis wife, fie bad, aecordingly, 
gone back to matheincitical labours with fresh 
ai*(lour. Admission to tln^ Institutf* shone 6ii the 


lion'zou of his dreams, like a sort ot final apotlieosis 
to a destiny, the happiness of which ho modestly 
refeired to his fa therms wise maxim: “'J'o keep to 
the high road.” 

Add to this that a son had bt^on born tc) him, 


in whom ho already (liseiuaied a rellt‘ction of his 
own (lisposiiion, and it cannot fail to be under¬ 
stood how this man would congnitulate himself 
daily tor liaviiig taken life, as he had done, with 
complete submission to all the average conditions 
of the social eliiNS in which he had been born. 


Ihd tliese various K^liertions pass through th^ 
mind of the third individual — the man Avdiom 


Alfred (Jhazel had called Ainiaiid, as he contem¬ 
plated the conjugal tableau through the smoke 
from a Hussian cigarette which he had just 



A LOVK CRIME. 


15 


—a liberty whieb levealed the ul' 

liiK intimacy with the family'? The same centrast 
whicli separated Alfred from Helen separated him 
also from Armand. The latter looked at fiisi 
yoiiu^j^er than his tlioii^li he too had passed 

his thirtv-s'-e(ind year. 11 Allreil’s caridesslv-woiii 

ft. * 

coat revealed uitlier the leanness and disjn-oportinn 
i>f his body, the frock of the Baron de (^hn*riie—siieli 
was Arniand’s lamily-name—fitted clnwj t<» the 
shoulders and bust of a man, small but ri>]msl, 
and evidently devot<'d to fcaieiiijy^, ii<liii^, t< nnis, 
and all the spia-tiiij::^ habits winch the yoiilhs nl 
the richer classes have contracted hi imiti'di'iii nl 
the Eughsli, now tliat pfditical careers—ili])h»- 
macy, the Council of State, and the Audit ClKcc 
—arc denied them by tlicir ical or assumed 
opinions. 

The quiet jewellery with which the youn.t;‘ 
bar«>n was adonn'd, the delicacy of liis hands and 
feet, and eveiything in his appearance, from his 
cravat and his collar to the curls in his dark hair, 
and to the turn of his nnuistachc, drawn out 


over a somewhat contemptuous lip, disclosed tliat 
deep attention to the toilet which assumes the 
lengthened leisure of an idle life. But what 
preserved De Querne from the conmionplaccness 
usual to men who are visibly occupied Avitli (he 
trifles of masculine fashion was a look, in a geucr- 
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ally immnvahk* <>f ]K‘culiai' Ic(M*niief?s and 

imrept. This look, whioji -vvaK not at all like tliat 
of a yming man, contradicfc'il lln* ivniaindcr of liis 
pernon to the (‘xteni of imparting an ajija’arancc* 
of Htrangoiu'SK to one wlio hmkod in thin way, 
altliough a jlnsiru to evade ri'inark, and to he 
above all tliinga correct, evidently inHueiiced his 
mode of di ess. 

Just as (‘hazel »S(‘emed tt) have rtmiained quite 
young at he.ot, in sjntt* f>f tlie failure of 4'onstitu- 
tion, so the n1h<*r, it only in tin* 4‘X])ression of his 
eyes, wJiieli were veiy (hirk (un s, appeared to 
have urn ha gone a pnaiiaUiie aging of soul and 
mtelleet, in sjale of the <‘nergy maintained hy liis 
physical machine. The face was somewhat long 
and somewhat lu’owued, like that of one in Avhom 
hile would prevail s(»mc day, the forehead without 
cl wrinkle, tlie nose very retim'd; a slight dimple 
was iniju'essed upon the Sipiare dun. It would 
liave been impossible to assign any profession or 
(*ven occupation to this maiu and yet tlieio was 
sometliing. su]>erior in his nature which seemc'd 
in et oneilahh* with tin* emptiness of an absolutely 
idle life, as well, too, as lines o*f melancholy about 
the mouth which banished the idea of a life of 
nothing but pleasure. 

Meaiiuhile he continued to smoke with perfect 
calnin€*ss, showing every time that he rejected 
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Hi(‘ FiiH^ke small, doso tcctli, llii* lower ones beiii^ 
set ill an iiTej;’ular ia^jliiun, wliicli is, ]n*()plc* say, 
a pnihable indicatinii <»f‘ fion'ouuss. 11 1 * watehed 
(-)jazol Itiss bis wife on the temple, while 
lowered her eyelids without venturing to look at 
Aimand ; and yet, had tlie-dark eyes of the young 
man been encountered bv her own, she would not 
have snrpiisi'd any trace of s<htow, but aJi iinle- 
linalile l)letidiiig of irony and euiiosify. 

Yes,” said Alfred, rei)lying thus to the mute 
rejiroaeh wliioli Helen's eounttmunee seemed to 
make t«) him, it is bad form to love one’s wife iu 


pnl)lic, but Armaml will forgive me. . Well, good¬ 
bye,” he w«‘nt on, lioltling out his liand to hi» 
tiiend, i shall not lie away for moie Ilian an 
hniir. 1 sliall fiml you here again, sliall 1 imt ? " 
The young llaron and ]\Iadaiii(‘ Chazel thus le^ 
maim.'d alone. They were silent for a few minutes, 
both keeping the positions in which Alii'c<l had 
left them, she standing, but this time with her eyes 
raised towards Arniand, and tlie latter answering 
her look with a smile while he continued to wrap 
himself ill a cloud of smoke. tShe breathiMl in the 


slight acridity of the smoke, half opomng her 
fresh lips. The sound of eaviiago wheels beojtme 
audible beneath the windows. It was the lolling 
of the ca]) that was taking Cliazel away. 

, Helen slowly ailvuiiced to the easy chair iu 
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which Arniaiul was siHinp:; Avitli a prott-y gesture 
rIk* tuck the cigarottt; and tlin‘W it into the fire, 
then knelt ]»et\»re Ihe y‘>nng man, encirfled his 
head with licr arms, and, seeking his lips, kissed 
him; it looked as though slie wishod to destroy 
inimc'diately the painful impression wliieh iier hus- 
hand’s attitufh* iniglit have left on the man she 
loved, and in a elear ton(‘ of voice, the liveliness of 
which discovcr(‘d a free expansiveness after a 
lengtlKMiod constraint, she said: 

**lIow do A’^on d<», Aimand. Are a^oii in love 
witli me to-dav '' ” 

I 

“Ami yoinselt,'’ he fpiestionod, “aro you in love 
with me i " 

lie was caressing tlie hand <>£ the young woman 
who h;nl thrown h<*rself upon the gi’ound, and 
witli her head lesling on lici lover’s kiiei‘S, Avas 
looking at liim in a fewer of cestasy. 

“Ah! you thif," she ri'tnriied, “1 lamj no need 
to tell A'ou so to liave A'ou hehoA’e it/’ 

i t. 

‘‘No,” he lejdied, “1 knoAv tliat you love me 
—iniu'li—tlumgh not enough to go all lengths 
Avith tile feeling.” 

Tfie tone in Avhicli he uftereil tliis sentenee Avas 
marked with an irony Avhiidi made it palpably an 
epigram. It Avas an allusion to oft-stated complaints. 
Helen, lioweA"t*r, received the densivo utterance with 
the smile of a woman who has her answer ready. 
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“So you will always have the same distnist,'’ 

ft 

she said, and altliouj 2 jli she was very happy, as her 
eyes siiflieieiitly testified, a shadow of Jiielaiieholy 
passed into tlmsj* soft eyes when she added: ‘‘So 
you uaimut believe in my feelings without this last 
proof r* 

“Proof," said Armaiid, “you call that a proof! 
Why the uiKpialifiiMl gift of tlie person is not a 
proof of love, it is love itself. It is tru(‘,” lie 
went on with a more gloomy air, “so long as you 
refuse to be entirely mine 1 sliall siis])eet—ind your 
sincerity, for [ tliink that you tliiidi: y<»u love me, 
but the trutli of this l(»ve. Too often peo]>le 
imagine that they have feihiigs wJiieh tliey Jiave 
not. Ah ! if you loved me, as you say, and as you 
think, would you deny nn* youiself as you do t 
Would you refuse me the meeting that 1 have 
asked of you more than twenty times? Wliy you 
would grant it as inucli for your own sake as for 
mine.” 

“Armand—” she began tlms, then str»p])ed, 
blushing. 

She had risen and was walking ab(»ut the room 
without hxddiig at lier lover, lier arms ajiart from 
her body with the backs of lier hands laid on her 
hips, as was usual with her at moments of intense 
thought. Since she had begun to loV(‘, and liad 
acknowledged her feelings to Monsieur de Querue, 
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she was quite aware that she must some day give 
up her beautiful dreaui nf an attachment wliich, 
though forbidden, Hhuuhl remain pure. Yes, she 
knew that slic must give her entire self after 
giving her heart, and Iteeoine the mistress of the 
man whom she lia<l siitFered to say to lier: ‘‘ I love 
you/’ Sh^* knew it, and she had found strength fur 
the prolonging of her resistance to that day, not in 
co(]iietry—no woman was less (.*a])able of speculat¬ 
ing with a man’s ungratitied desne in order to 
kiiidle his passion—but in the })orsistence of the 

dutv-seiise within her. 

« 

Where is the mari-ied woman who has not 
fondled tliis chimera of a reconcihition betweiui 
the infid('lity of heart and the faith sworn to her 
husband? The reniiiieiation of the delights of 
com})lete love seems at first to lier a sutficient 
ex]nation. She engages in adultery ludieving that 
she will not pass beyimd a certain limit, and she 
does in fact keep within it a lunger or a shorter 
time according t(> the disposition of the man she 
loves. But the inflexible logic that governs life 
resurncR its rights. Soul and body do not sc'parate, 
and love admits of no <.»ther law than itself. 

Yes, the fatal hour had struck f(»r Helen, and 
she felt it. How many times dining the last 
fortnight had she had this horrible discussion with 
Arniand, who always ended by roquiiiiig from hw 
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this last token of k)ve? She was Kenaible that 
after each of these seeiieM she had been lessened m 
the eyes of tin's man. A few more, and he Avonld 
lose cuinplclt‘ly his faith in the feeling which she 
entertained l-owards him, a feeling that was ab¬ 
solute and unreasoned; f^)!* she loved him, as 
women alone are capable of loving, with such a 
]o\c as IS almost in the nature of a bewitchment, 
and is the outcome of an irresistible longing tn 
afford happiiu'ss to the person who is thus lovi-d. 
She loved hhii and she loved to love liiin. Pain in 
those bclovLMl eyes was physically inlolerahlc to 

hei, and intolerabhi alsu mistrust, whieli betokenetl 

* 

the shrinking back of his soul. 

She had taken account of all this, sIk' had 
looked the necessity for her guilt in the face, and 
she had resolved t(j offer herself to her “helovcd,” 
as in her letters she always called him, hecaiisc 
“Iriend” was too cold, and the wcjrd ‘-lover 
purpled her heart with shame,—yes, to offei him 
the supreme pri^of of tenderness that he asked fur, 
and now, when on the point of consontuig, she was 
impotent. Her will was failing at the last moment. 
Was she going again to begin what she used to 
call, when she thouglit about it, a hateful contracts 
Ah! why was she not free—^free, that is, fiom 
duties towards her child, the only being whom she 
could not sacrifice to him whom she loved—^freo to 
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offer this man not a clandestiuo interview but a 
flight together, a complete sacrifice of her entire 
life, , 

All these thoughts came and went in her pour 
liead while she herself was walking to and fro in 
ill the room. {She looked again at her lover. She 
fancied sh<^ could see a change come over the 
features of the countenance she idolised. 

‘‘Armaiid," she resumed, “do not be sad, I 
( oijsent to all that you wish.” 

These words, which were uttered in the deep 
voice of a woman probing to the inmost chamber 
of her heart, appeared to astonish the young man 
even more than they luoved him. He wrapped 
Helen in his strange gaze. If the poor woman 
had had strength enough to observe him she 
\\^>uld not have encountered in those keen eyes 
the divine emotion which atones for the guilt of 
the juistress by the happiness of the lover. It was 
just the same gaz(‘, at t)ncc contemptuous and in¬ 
quisitive, with which he had lately contemplated 
the gioup foimed by Alfred and Helen. But the 
latter was too much confused by what she had 
just said to keep cool enough for observiijg any¬ 
thing. 

Then, as she had come back and was crouching 
on Armandos knees, and pressing against his breast, 
a fresli expression, that, namely, of almost intoxi- 
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cated desire, was de])icted (»ii the ymnig’ man’s 
taue. He felt close to him the heauty of this 
yielding body, he held in his arms those charming 
shoulders of which he had krioMdedge from having 
seen them in the ball-room, he drg,nk in that inde¬ 
finable aroma which liiigeis about every woman, 

If 

and lie pressed liis lips upon those eyelids, which 
he could feel quivering beneath liis kiss. 

“ You will at least he happy?" she asked him in 
a soit of anguisli between two caresses. 

“ W'iiiit a (piesti«)n! Why, you have never 
looked at yoiuself,'’ he said, and he began to extol 
to her all tlie oxquisiteiiess of lier faeo. “ You 
have never looked at your (‘yes”—ilnd he again 
drew his lips across them—“your })ink cheek”— 
and he stroked it with his hand—“y(mr soft liair ” 
—and he inhaled it like a flower—“your sw(;et 
mouth ”—and he laid his own upon it. 

* AVhat answer could she liave given to this woi- 
sliip of her beauty ? ISh(‘ lent bovself to it with a 
half-frightened smile, surrendering to these endear¬ 
ments and tu these words as to music. They caused 
something so deep and withal so vague to vibrate 
throughout her being that she (*ame forth half 
cruslied from these embraces, like one dead. It 
was not for the first time that she w'as thus aban¬ 
doning herself to Armand’s kisses. But no matter 
how sweet, howr intoxicating thi‘se kisses, which 



24 


A LOVE CRIME. 


she found it impossible to resist, she had on each 
occasion been strong enough to escape from bolder 
caresses. 

No, never, never would she have consented, 
even if there had* existed no danger of a surprise 
in this little drawing-room, where the portraits 
ol lier mother, her Inisbaiid, and her son reminded 
her of what she was nevertheless leady to sacrifice. 
Ah I not like that! And again at this imnnciit, 
when she saw on Armand's face a certain i5xpres- 
sion of which she had so deep a dread, she found 
courage to escape, seated herself once more in an¬ 
other easy chair, and opening and shutting a fan 
which she had taken up in her quivering hands, 
u^plied: 

“ 1 will be yours to-morrow, if vfui wish.'* 

Arinand seemed to rouso himself from the sweep 
of passion in Avhich he had just been tossing. He 
looked at lier, and she again experienced the sen¬ 
sation which ha<i already caused her so much pain, 
And which was that of a veil drawn suddenly be- 
Uveen herself and him. Yet, what could she have 
said to displease him? She thought that he was 
wounded by the fact of lier shrinking from him, for 
was not the uttering of the words that she had just 
uttered equivalent to giving herself to him before¬ 
hand, and how could he be vexed with her for 
deriring that their happiness might have another 
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setting than that of her every-day life? But he 
had already answered her by the fullowing quos- 
tiuii; 

“ Where would you like me to meet you ? At 
my own Jioiisti ^ 1 can send away my servant t( 

the whole of the afternoon,” 

“ Oh, no I ” she replied hastily, “ not at your own 
home/’ 

The vision had just come to her that other 
women had visited Arinand, those other women 
vvhom a new mistress always dads between herself 
and the man she loves, like the menace of a fatal 
1‘omparison, like an anticipated discrediting of her 
own caresses, since love is always similar to itself 
in its outward forms. 

“ At least,” she thought to herself, “ let us meet 
in some other place.’' 

“Would you like me to request one of my 
friends to lend me his rooms V ” Armand asked. 

She shook her head’as she had done just before. 
She could hear by anticipation the conversation of 
the two men. She was a woman, and hitherto had 
been a vii-tuous one. She was only too well aware 
that the inanner in which she regarded her own 
love would have little resemblance to that of the 
unknown friend to whom Armand Avould apply. 
In her own eyes passion sanctified everything, 
even the worst errors; spiritualised everything, 
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even the mf)8t vehement voluptuousnefis. But he, 
this straii^^or, wJiat would lie see in the affair but 
an intrigue to afford matter for jesting. A shudder 
shook her, and she looked again at Armand. Ah! 
how her lover’s th<»ughts would have horrified her 
had she been able to read them. It was very far 
from being De Queine’s first affair of the sort, nor 
did he believr that it was a first act of weakness 
on her part. She had, irideoil, told liiin that he 
was her first lover, and it was true. 

But what proof could be given of the truth of 
such vows t The young man had liimself deceived 
and been derjcived too often for distrust not to bo 
the must iiatui al of his feelings. He had provoked 
tliis odious disc.ussiou concerning their place of 
inoeting only for the purpose of studying in 
Helen s replies the traces left by the amorous ex¬ 
periences thnmgli which she had passed, and 
uier(‘ curiosity led him to dwell upon a subject 
which at that moment AVfig stilling the young 
woman with shame. The scruples that she dis¬ 
played about not yielding to him in her own house 
seemed to him a calculation due to voluptuousness; 
those about not yielding to him at his house, a cal-* 
culation due to prudence. When she refused to 
go to the rooms of a friend: “ She is afraid of my 
confiding in some one,” he said to himself, “ but 
what does she want? ” 
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“ Suppose I furnished a little suite of rooms ! ” 
he said. 

She shook her head, though this had been her 
secret dream, but she was afraid that ho would see 
in her acceptance nothing but a desire to gain 
time, and then—tlio necepsitv, if tin*]!- meetings 
occurred always in tlie same place, of (mduring the 
notice of the people of the liousc, the thought of 
being the veiled lady whose arrival is watciiedl 
Nevertheless, although sucli a cimlrivain'c also in- 
vidved a q;uosti<ai of outlay whieh lionificd Jicr, 
she would havo consented to it liad she nrd. had 
another feeling, the only one which, shaking licr 
head with its rising fovei, she uttered aloud. 

“Do not misjudge me, Armaiid; rather under¬ 
stand me. I should hke to be loved by you in some 
place of which nothing will afterwards remain. 
What would become of the rooms you furnished for 
me if ever you ceased to love me f Why, I cannot 
endure the thought of it, even now. Du not 
wrong me, dear; only understand me.” 

Thus did she speak, laying hare the profoundly 
romahtic side of her nature, as als<» her heart’s 
secret wound. Although she did not account fully 
to herself for Armand’s character—a character 
flightful iu aridity beneath loving externals, for in 
tliis man there was an absolute divorce between 
imagination and heart—she perceived only too 
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clearly that he was iiK^liiieJ to iniKintcTpret the 
slightest indifutioiis. She saw that distrust was 
sprijiging up ill him with an almost unhealthy 
suddeimess. She had been quite aware that ho 
suspected her,hut sin* had believed that tliis doubt 
prneooded solely from her rotusals to belong to 
iiim. 

It was on this account tliat fthe was consenting 
to give him this last ])n»of. He will doubt no 
longer,” she thought to lieiholf, and the mere idea 
of this -warmed her whole heart. If only he did 
not give a guilty cousti notion to her replies'^ She 
rose to go to him, and leaning over the back of his 
arm-chair, encircled his forehead with her hands. 

“All!” she said with a sigh, “if 1 could kuow 
wliat is g<jing on in here. It is such a little space, 
and it is in tliis little space that all my happiness 
ainl niv misfortune are contained.” 

“ It you were able to read in it,” the young man 
rciiliefl, “you would see only your own image.” 

“ 1 shall read in it to-morrow,” she said subtly. 

“To-morrow,” he returned witli a smile, “but 
what about the place of our meeting? d’here is 
nothing left but furnislied rooms or a hotel.” 

Furnished rooms! A hotel I These words made 
Helen shudder. Something of impropriety ap¬ 
peared ti) her to be comprised in their sjdhibles 
There was the luring of a cab, with the drivers 



A LOVE CRniE, 


20 


•UTiTiininf Rrnilr*; tliero waq th«“ oiitry into one <»f 
liousi'R, wliost* throslioldR liiive seen the pas¬ 
sage of so many furfivt*, treinl)iiig wranon ; and, as 
a setting for lier divine passion, tliere were the sur¬ 
roundings that liad, as it Avere, Avitnessed similar 
fioenos. Yes, but there aviis also an element ul 


anonymity, of impersonality, of nev(‘r-emling 
strangeness. And sine<‘ all was ])olliitiou, the 


former of the tAvo alfei nati\X‘S cariied Avith 


IL Lite 


h'list. She was too eertain of Arinaiid’s rclinement 


to think that he miglit take lier to a ]»laee Avhioh 
he had visited Avith others. She Avould have to 


endure personal loatiiiiig, but notliing that would 
touch tlio veiy esseneo of her feeling. It Avas 
accordingly Avith courageous resolution that slie 
replied to her lover. 

Will you [lav'e time enough to liinl them in mm 
moining? ” 

“ Yes,” he sjuM, after a moment’s relloction “ I 
have in my imiid a very convenient house, where 
one of my Englisli friends ahvays used to stay. 
See,” he Aveiit on, “between eleAmu and twelve 
o^clock J Avill send you some books and a note. I 
will give you the address of the house and the 
number of tlie room, just as though you hail asked 
me for the address for one of your country Iriends. 
Don’t let that prevent you, however, from buruing 
the note immediately. You will come at Avhatever 
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hour you can ;* I will spend the whole afternoon 
waiting for 5011, and, if you do not come, I shall 
not be put out; I shall think that you liave u<it 
been able.” 

She listened him with a mingling of pain and 
enchantment—pain, because it would cost her so 
dear to keen her promise; and enchantment, be¬ 
cause all the trouble that ho took to pi)int out 
these details to lier, instead of enligliteniiig her 
conceniiug the man’s heart, appeared to her a sign 
of his love, and their talk proceeded in the quiet 
drawing-room, in front of the expiring fire, until 
the sto])pmg of a carriage at the door announced 
Alfred’s return. 

“Good-bye, my love,” said Helen, taking Ar¬ 
man d’s hand and kissing it, as she somotinies did 
witli sweet coaxing; and she had already begun a 
piece of work when Chazel came in, with a cheery 
“Weill” lie looked at once towards his wife 
with his loyal, honest gaze. 

How well Arraand knew that gaze, one which 
had nt>t altered from the days of their childhood, 
when they were both at the Institution Vanaboste, 
whence they followed the courses of study iu the 
Lyeee Henri TV. I The establishment stood yon- 
dor behind the Pantheon, at the corner of the Rue 
du Puits-qui-Parle, nbw the Rue Ainyot. Yet it 
was not remorse for deceiving the man whom he 
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liad known from quito a child that aiiddc^nly made 
Do (jneriie feel uncomfortable. It was tlie thought 
that Helen was <lecoiving this contiding nature. 
Maseuline egotism has such monstrous ingenuous- 
Fioss. A S(‘ductT engaged in enticing a woman, 
despises the woman for yielding ti) him, and for¬ 
gets to despise himself for seducing her. Mean¬ 
while Alfred had taken Helen's hands. 

“T have boicd myself conscientiuuslv this even- 

1 % 

ing; what will you gi%'e me in reward'?" he asked. 

How his familial it V hurt her! How willingly 
Would she have cried tii this unsuspecting husband: 

••‘Do you not see that 1 love another? Let me 
go away. I do not want to lie to you any more." 

Hut two rooms farther off stood a little* bed, be- 

<1 

ncath the white curtains of which slept her son, 
iicr little Henry. Why was it that the picture of 
this curly head was some tiling too weak to arrest 
her on the fatal high road to adultery, and y(*t 
strong enough to prevent her from seeing her pas¬ 
sion through to the end. She had a glimpse of 
the child while her husband was speaking to her. 
It did not occur to her to scorn Armaiid fr>r having 
gained her love, althfuigli sin* was the wife of his 
friend. She scorned herself lor not loving him 
enough, since she did not love the suft'erings of 
which he was the cause, and, sustained by the 
thought tliRt she was floiiig it for him, it was with 
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fiompthinp^ like ofi impulse of pride tliat she hold 
out her forolu^ad to her husl^aiid’s kiss, aud said 
grao i‘fully: 

ft 

“Tliat’sjust like men; they must be paid, and 
immediately too, fur doing thoii duty." 



riTAP^rER TT. 


It wmr liiilf-pant. elt'Neii u’clodc Avh<‘ii Armfnul iL- 
Quoyne left the hoiiwe in tlie Knr de La lu)L*li<‘foii- 
cjiuhl, IMie wind had siwept away all tlio f‘l«»uds, 
aud the sky was filled with stars. “ What a heau- 
tiful night!” said Arniand te himself; ‘‘1 shall 
walk home.” It was a long way, for ho IivcmI in 
the Rue Lineohi, in the upper part of the Champs- 
Klyseee. Here, on the second floor of a wing jiro- 
jecting upon a garden, ho had rooms which lie had 
once amused himself with furnishing in quaint ami 
exquisite fashion Avith all kinds of old-fashioned 
trifles. But how long had he ceased to spend 
the evening in this “homo?” 

He was folloAving the pavement of the Km* St.- 
Lazare, Avhich, after (j[uite a iiarroAV aud slender 
beginning, suddenly, like a river sAvellc<l by 
tributaries, widens after the Place do la Ihinit*'-, 
when it receives, one after the otheivthe flood of 
passengers and vehicles drifting through th(‘ Rue 
de Chateaudun, the Kue de* la Chaiissee-d'Antin, 


0 
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and thf Rno dt* TjdiidreK. Cabs wm’C )»hdng, 
omnibufios 'were eliaiigijig Iioi-hob, the »'n>wd was 
surging. Sometimes a girl came out from the 
corner of a doorway, and with obscene speech 
accosted the young man, who put her away 
gently with his liand. 

Was it the contrast between the intimacv of the 
little drawing-room and the swarming infamy ot 
the paveTjient? Armand felt <leeply melancholy. 
He could not help seeing Alfied’s face again in 
tluuight, with Helen's close beside it. Yet, was he 
jealous? No. Pietures of eliildliood came baek 
to him as tlu'V laid done just before, bnt Avith 
increased preeisiojj, showing him Chazel di(*ssed in 
the uniform of the “ Vanabosteans’’—a small jacket 
similar to that of the Baibistes, TheA" alwaA's 

» I 

went side by side in the ranks. Poor Ghazel! he 
Avas not rich. The head of the establishment had 


taken him as a foundationer, AAuth a vieAV to 
making a shoAv-pnpil ot him—a machine for Avin- 
ning prizes in eompeditions. Hoav many times 
had Armand paid f<n' him at the little Avicket, 
Avheu the porter sold to the pupils sweetmeats, 
fragimuits of iecul chestnuts, cakes, and Parisian 
creams—tablets of chocolate haAung a thick and 
oAn'reweet liqunl inside 1 

They had tiirough all their elasses to¬ 

gether from the fourth up, and harl together 
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pfiKsed tlirouglx the evil days of the Commuue, 
when, ou returning both of them from the country, 
after the Biege, they found theinyelves blockaded 
in Paris. x 41 fred had afterwards entered the Nicole 
Polyteclmique. And when he came on Wednes¬ 
days and Sundays to visit his .old schoolfellow, 
who had already crossed the Seine and begun to 
lead the life of a rich and idle y<)uug man, how 
ludicrous he was in his military dress, embarrassed 
by his sword, not knowing how to set his hat 
up«)u his head, ami invaiiably scarred with 
duinay razor-cuts! 

While Alfred was at the School of Bridges, 
Armand was travelling. He had gone round the 
world in the society of an amateur.artist. On his 
return he found that his friend was no longer at 
Paris. The letters pas.sing between them became 
rare. Could they have told why'? Armand per¬ 
haps might. There was only ono point left in 
common between Alfred’s life and his own. 
Alfred had married Mademoiselle de Vaivre. 
They had made a trip to Paris, and Armand well 
remembered how he had been deliciously sur¬ 
prised by Helen’s distinguished demeanour, when 
he had expected to find her awkward, pretentious, 
and a fright. But at this period he was taken up 
with another woman, little Aline, a mistress of his 
for whom he had cherished the only genuine pas- 
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sion of which he was capable — painful jealousy 
blended with delirium of the senses. 

Later on, some one had spoken to him of Helen 
Chazel, and told him ugly stories about her. And 
who was it that had done so? Anotlier school¬ 
fellow—^big Lucieu Rieumc^ who had been educated 
at the Vanaboste establishment like Alfred and 
himself—during one of these tcU-a-iHe luiichenns 
when an opening of the heart usually accompanies 
that of the, oysters between two college companions; 
and Lucien—cordial, indiscreet, intolerable—^liad 
talked a great deal, pouring out pell-mell whatever 
lie knew concerning former friends. Arman d could 
again hear him chuckle, leaning forward some¬ 
what with kindled eye and humid lip : 

“Poor Chazel, he hadn’t a head worth a fig! 
It seems that his wife is tricking him. I lieard 
the gentleman’s name: Marades, Tarades—just 
wait a moment—yes, De Varades, an airillury 
officer. It was the talk of Bourges. He was 
never out of the house.” 

* 

It was an unfortunate trait in Armand’s charac¬ 
ter that he was unable to withstand the tempting 
of mistrust. When evil Avas asserted to him, he 
preserved an iiulelible impression of it. He did 
not altogether believe in it, and yet he believed in 
it sufficiently for a suspicion, and a busy suspicion, 
to be planted within him. \Vlien the Chazels had 
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comr^ to Rottlo in PfiriR, ten nmnthH provionaly, and 
Armand had begun to interest himself in Helen, 
the scniples of an old friendship might perhaps 
have been stronger than hia freak of curiosity if 
big Rieume’s words liad not risen before his re¬ 
collection. 

‘‘ Rciilly,” he had said to himself, “ it would be 
too foolish,'”—a criminal phrase which serves men 
for the justification of many a dastardly action. 
Helen had not been alow in displaying towanls 
him a kind of passion wliich he had uttnlniTed to 
the natural oxaltaticm of a provincial. ‘‘ I am the 
first Parisian who has paid her attentions,” he had 
said again to himself, and as she possessed charm¬ 
ing gracefulness of gesture, so sweet an expression 
of countenance and such an air of complete refine¬ 
ment and nobility about her entire personality, 
he had taken a pleasure in completing her educa¬ 
tion in elegance, thinking to himself that she 
would be a delightful mistress. 

But for many days she had refused really to 
become liis mistress, and her resistance had made 
him obstinate. He had become bent upon 
overcoming her, recollecting tbo officer and telling 
himself that the officer had not been the only one. 
A few skilful conversations with Alfred had taught 
him that at one time Varades had really been a 
constant guest at the house; was he not the same 
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years student at the iScoloPrdyfechniqueas Alfred 
himself? Armand had lost liis (L >ubts, and m Helen’s 
refusals to be his, he had seen nothing but 
coquetry. Now, in this respect like all men who In >ld 
the strange ethics of seducers, Quernc cuusidered 
coquetry in a women a justification for the worst 
behaviour. At last the long siege was about to 
issue in llie coveted result. Mar la me Chazel had 
granted him an appointment for the. following day. 
Twenty-four Jioiirs more and he would have a new 
mistress, as desirable and as pretty as those 
whose memory was the nmst flattering to the 
pride of his recollection. Why then did he, in¬ 
stead of being happy, feel so deeply melancholy. 
Was it remorse for the treason to his friend? 

His friend? Was Alfred reallv his friend? Yes, 
that was understoo*! between themselves, as well 
as in the eyes of others. But a frieinl is a man 
who knows you and whom you know, to whom 
you show your heart and who shows you his. 
Would he ever bring the tale, of one <»f liis hopes, 
his joys, his sadiiesst's, to the cahmlating machine 
that bore the name of Chaz<*l? Had the latter 
ever confided a secret to him? So much the 
better, too, for the ideas of this worthy schoolboy 
who seemed to look upon life as the prolonga¬ 
tion of a college tawk, must be silly enough. It 
was their college life tliat continued to link them 
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together, and the recollections of their childhood. 
Their childhood ? Turning down the Rug Royale 
and arriving at the Champs i^lyscts, Arniand 
suddenly recalled the ranks of Vanaboste’s school, 
on Tliursdavs, as they walked three and three 

• A 

under the superintendence o£ a poor wretch of 
an uslier who strove to hide himself among the 
grou])S of people, so as to seem a j)asstT-by like the 
rest and not a watch-dog charged with tin* duty of 
looking after a flock of schoolboys. 

And what a flock it was I The majority had 
}>a]e coniplexifuis and hollow eyes, and displayed 
an encrvatc'd exhaustion of tlieir whole being that 
spoke of the excesses to which they gave them¬ 
selves up. How much ignominy and baseness was 
there in that cominunitv, tlie oldest members of 
wlii«*li were nineteen yi^ais ol‘ age and tin* ytuingest 
eight! Within tlie walls of their prison, as within 
tli(‘ walls of tile great Lycee to which they duly 
repaired twice a day, the principal things thought 
«»f and talked about Avere the too often degrading 
eonnectioiiK formed between the older boys and 
their junior associates. And of the French youth 
confined within similar colleges, Avhat numbers of 
them had corresponding vici(»us propensities, while 
the rest defiled their imaginations, even if they 
shrunk from the things tliat Avere worse. Among 
these college boys there Avere, nevertheless, some 
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elevated and chaste connexifniR. The peiiisal of a 
certain eclogue f)f VirgirR, a dialogue ol Plato’ft, 
and a Shakespeare’s sonnets had ex<*ited the 

more liteiary of them, and Alfred Chazel, being 
then in the third claKS, had one day received a 
piece of poetry written by a sixth-form boy, 
beginning with the follo'wing astonishing line, which 
had made tlieni laugh like mad creatures : 

“Alfred, niy pale Allied, my Icivi*, my sweet ” 

‘‘Ah ! what a horrible, horrible, place!” thought 
the youug man, as he recalled this blending of 
tuipitude and puerility. 

* Alfred and he had belonged to the small number 
of those who had remained untouched by anv 
infection. Ihit to him at least, fill the advan¬ 
tage due to this disgust was that it had led him 
when quite young into associating with loose 
women, and to liis initiation into pleasures that 
conduced to his moral degradation. 

“And these are the youthful recollections that I 
should respect,” saul Arinand to himself. “ What 
duty do 1 owe him because we were gallo}’^ slaves 
together ? ” 

No, a hundred times no, it was not on Alfred’s 
account that he felt so melancholy as he hastened 
bis steps and, tin’s time with semi-bnitality, re¬ 
pulsed the love-beggars who accosted him with 
their unvarying phrases. Ah! he knew this uncon- 
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qnoralile jnoljuichniy oii]y t<)<' well. Only 
often liud it visited linn, gnawnif*^ him in the 
diseased pintion of his heart, fioin the time that 
the income of tliirty thousand francs coming to 
him at his majority had jiermitted him to live 
according to his faucy; and this fancy had 
immediately tak<Mi the direction of sentimental 
expeli(Mices. Sneii mclanelioly, ahaqi ainl severe, 
h<‘ had exp(‘rien(*ed, cvini when quite a youth, every 
time that he* had found liinisclf on the eve of a first 
love-meeting with a new mistiess, even thoiigli slie 
had been the most coveted. It was like an angiiish- 
fetricken apprehension—a dull, dim agony of soul. 

At first he had .‘ittiilmtcd this strange plieuome- 
uou alternately to physical timidity, to remorse at 
his own unworthiness of the feelings that he might 
inspire, and to hankerings after purity. Now he 
knew the true explanati«)n of these momentary 
Borrows, these keener crises of th(i gn^at schtow 
which formed the gloomy background of his lifi*. 
It ■\vas, alasl the more j»vesent and palpable 
certainty of his impoteiiee to love. At this very 
moment he was asking hmiself: 

“Am I really in love with Helen? ” 

He gathered and heaped together the whole of 
his inmost sensilnlity, like a physician seeking 
with his fingers for the painful spot of a diseased 
limb. But the spot of love, which it would have 
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given him such s\v(*et pain io meet ^vith, Aniiand 
could not discover. 

“No,” he answered himself with terrible sad¬ 
ness, yet courageously—for, mth all his failings, 
he had energy enough to venture upon self- 
knowledge—“no, 1 am not in lo\e with Helen. 
1 admire lierbecouse she is beautilul; I have paid 
my addresses to lier because I feel bored; 1 have 
grown obstinate about it because she denied me. 
Pride, sensuality, and roniautu’ twaddle—that^s 
the top and bottom of the whole affair. Then 
what is the good of it? What is the good? 
Why renew such an intrigiu* as that wilh Madame 
de Rugle?” 

And of all those amours into which tin* grati- 
(icatiou of his passions — the fatal vice* (*f his 
youtli—had impelled him, came back into his 
memory, with the moind-ony of their pleasures, 
the bittemess of their ruptures, the sickening 
void of their duration. What was the good of 
this one or of that? What was the good a year 
or two ago of amusing himself by winning the 
love of Juliet, governess to the children of a house 
at which he was received? What was the good 
of that comedy played to little Maud, the pretty 
Englishwoman whom he had met at a watering- 
place? 

“I dreamed of being a man of gallantry—a 
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Don Juan. It looks as thc)Ugh fate punishes us 
for the evil dreams of our j’outh by bringing tliein 
to pass. I have had intrigues that might flatter 
ray foolish vanity—and \sdiat wi’etchcdness 

Among all the women whose faces and kisses 
he <listinguiRhe<l in his thought, there was not on<‘ 
who had imnle him happy, even for a single day, 
and—strange anomaly of a distempered heart— 
there was not one wh<i had not in some sort made 
him suffer Tlirough what moral disoi-rler did it 
come to jiass that he was devoted to this con¬ 
tinual inward calamity—to the endurance of all 
the tortm’(\s of ]ovt‘. the jealousy of the present, 
the intolerable loathing for tlie past, the bitter 
vision of the trt*acheries of the future, and iievtT 
never, aught but pliysical into\ieatif)n, without 
that ecstiicy of soul which, iiotwitlistanding, 
existed, for he had s(‘en with envy the heavenly 
expression tlue to it on the countenances of a 
few of his mistresses^ 

One especially came hefeu’e him—one whose 
conquest had not been effected for the flattering 
of his fatuity, for she was Imt a girl was Aline, 
who had died of consumption in the autumn of 
1880. He could again see her with her hollow 
eyes, her delicate check, and the blending of 
native purity and corruption tluit was in her He 
could see her nursing a little sister wliom she had 
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taken to be ^\4tli her, a child four years of age. 
What affecting kindliness in vice, and wliat iimo- 
ceiice in infamy! Yes, Aline loved him, although 
she had tliree or four otlier lovers at the same 
time as himself. His chief pleasure used to con¬ 
sist in takiTig this pretty, ruined creature into the 
country to enjoy the cliildish outbr<‘aks of rusti¬ 
city that prompted her to pic-k flowers, to listen to 
tlie birds, to lean upon his arm, as though she had 
n«*ver exercis(>d Jier hideous profession. 

WJjat a mysterious tiling is memory! He was 
on tlie eve of his first assignation with Helen, 
and here he was growing tender over poor Aline, 
t'voking her as she was when he had so t)ften 
sought her in her rooms in the Rue de Moscow; 
ns she was at ccTtain moments when he had loved 
or nearly loved her—on a sumnuT evening, for 
instance, when she was seated in the stern of a 
boat rowed on the Seine by four oarsmen of their 
acquaintance. Yes, she was seated in a bright 
dress, looking at him over the heads of the youths 
as they alternately stooped and rose. A stillness 
was falling upon the river. A line of orange was 
trailing along the margin of the sky. What un¬ 
speakable emotion had bathed Jiis soul as lie was 
sensible of the passing hour, the quivering water, 
the living creature, and the dying light! 

Ha ascended his staircase with these thoughta. 



A LOVE CRIME. 


4$ 

Why this fatal incompleteiiesR iu all his passions? 
Why was he incapable of attaining to that abstv 
lute of tenderness which he conceived, of which 
he had glimpses, towards which he sprang at 
every new intrigue? And then—^nothing! And 
yet how many chances had })eon cominned for 
him: and while his servant was relieving him ot 
his overcoat, and he was passing into the drawing¬ 
room, in which he often read at night before going 
to bed, lie mentally enumerated these clianees: 
a forf.une which enabhjd him to pursue his fancii'S 
without much need of calculation; a genuine 
and aneient title; alality to maintain a p(»sition in 
society that j^leased him; a robustness of health 
that c(nihl not recall a week of sickness; a taste 
for intelleetiial things just sufficient to oceupy his 
attention Avitliout annoyance, for, absolutely free 
from personal ambition, he had never ceased to ])e 
interested as an amateur by the attractions of 
literature and art. 

Added tc» all this, he had an appointment for the 
follow'ing day wdtli a charming woman whom he 
desired, and the lire of sense had not been slack¬ 
ened wthin him by the excesses of his life. Why, 
then, was it inevitable that the percejition of an 
indefinable insufficiency in his life should make him 
so melancholy just at this moment? He put on a 
lounging jacket, dismissed his servant, and settled 
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himself beside the fire in bis drawing-room. He 
again evoked Helen with an exactitude of recollec- 
limi which made her present to him from her 
mauve sioekings to that little mark winch she laid 
there at the right comer of her mouth. Well! he 
did not love her, and he would never love her. If 
In* had hoped to experience ait last, through her, 
that supremo surprise of the heart which continu¬ 
ally eluded liiin, lie luiglii tell himself that this 
hope was abortive like the i<‘st. 

Like the rest! He felt a desire to conviiiee 
liimself that it had always been so witli him. 
1J<* went and opened a box, in wine'll wtae piled 
six or seven note-books of elilleient sixes. ISoine 
were made of sheets of school paper. There 
were two of Japanese pajier. These note-books 
were journals of his life taken up repeatedly at 
unequal periods. In them he came upon pages 
scrawled on the desk of the study-room at school, 
pages blackened on the sitles of boats, in hotel 
rooms, in this very drawing-room. He took up 
these note-books, and began to turn over the 
leaves, finding in them a foiiner ego perfectly 
similar tc* the present ego iii premature misan- 
thr(»py, sudden and fle,etiug ardours of sensuality, 
murderous analysis, impotent liankering after un¬ 
attainable delight, indolent languor and incapacity 
ever fully to feel anything, whether real or ideal. 
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The whole had comhinod tn inak** of him a Rort ni‘ 
child of the century, of the year liS'SIl, Imt withonl 
elcfjjy, a Nihilist of gallantry and without decla¬ 
mation. 

^J'he following is one of the pii'ces which In.s 
eyes, now gloomy and dull, dwelt upon, and 
which would have broken Helen's heart if, gift(‘d 
with the magic laeulty of s( eond sight, she had 
discovered the nielaneholy torpor which even the 
gift of her person, following upon the }?itt of lii'i 
entire soul, was inadecjuate to distuib. 

“Paris, is71. 

“Toriible davs. Vaiiabohte (*oiiies anti tells us 
yesterday, at one o’clock, that we must got leady 
to leave, and that the pupils at Saiiite Barbe liavo 
gone already with their liead. The Pantheon is 
full of powder, and will soon blow U}). {Since 
morning the finng had been slowly, slowly di aw¬ 
ing nearer—a stiange noise 1 It was as though 
some one had shaken millions of nuts over tlio 
town in a gigantic cloth. Alfred and I spent flic 
morning in the attic watching the flames of tla^ 
conflagrations writhing against the sky. lie was 
quite depressed, and I fiercely gay, with anervjuis 
gaiety tliat forced me to the utterance of outrage¬ 
ous paradoxes—but were they paradoxes?—con¬ 
cerning the fine theories of our professor of 
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philoeophy last week. 0 vision of fate! His last 
lesson turned upon pruj^^ress! 

“We are packing up hastily in order to leave, 
when one of the masters comes in in a state of 
teiTor through the little door opening upon the 
Rue Tournefort, which he bolts behind Inm. lie 
tells us that the federates would not allow anyone 
to pass their bariicades. It was with gieat dilii- 
eulty that he hinisell’ has been abh* to return. We 
were a hmg way from the good-natured National 
Chiardsman who said to us on Monday, at the 
doors of the Lyeee: " yhout “Long live the Com¬ 
mune!” boys, and you are free.’^ Vanahoste was 
as white us my paj)er when he heard this news. 
The usher hit on the plan of having ,mattresse8 
spread over the middle of the oourtyard, so that if 
the Pantheon blew up we should fall with less 
violence. We r»,*maiiied lor about two hours in 
this distress, we pupils foui-teen in numher, the two 
assistant masters, and the head master, Alfred 
and I, who, by an odd contradietiun, were almost 
calm, talking together in a (jorner. 

“ In spite of tlie firing, which was constantly 
drawdng nearer, and the bullets eniekiiig against 
the Avails, perhaps a hundred paces off, we had 
neither of us a perception of reality; the danger 
appeared to us to be something distant, dim, 
alnn«t abstract. And we were talking—of what? 
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Of mil (‘In’inimofl. ‘It has ln't'ii a liajijiy nuo,' hi- 
saiil In iiM', ‘ uvi'Ti lieiv.’ For once I my 

lK‘art.»to Inm, and let him set* A\hat I tlmii'^’ht of 
the schnlastic lupaiiar in ■which, nwmpj to my 
guardian's sclfisluicss, 1 ]iiiv(‘ been nliligj'd tn 
grow u}). Alter all, I prel'er cv'uii llns bagnio to 
his la iiisi‘. 

“Thioiigh this iisolcss talking Ihc iiiing can l)c 
heard coming ncarci. '^l^lie Pantheon doisnot blow 
up. Suddenly a loud slioiit conics down lioni one 
t)!’ onisi'K cs in th<' ujuk'I' sloiy, w here, at tin' i isl\ ol 
receiving a bnlli't, ho had statiom*d liimsoU at Iho 
windows ‘"Idle (’liassi-ius aic at the end ol the 
stn*ot.’ That was tin. most trwing nioinc iii. My 

• m/ 

heart lieat as though it Awould buist, my throat 
was choking m tin* expectation ol w’hat was going 
to lia]>i)eii. Uiidelirn'd d.iiigoi had lelt me <‘ahii. 
Exact, biutal, and picsent fact alfcetod nu‘ uii- 
pkasantly. Some shots are lired qiuto close*, then 
furious suimnonses with the butt-ends of guns 
shake the gate. Tlie same iislier W'ho had sliowm 
his eoolm'ss in eoneeiviug the prei aiitionaiy mea¬ 
sure of the mattresses, rushes forward iu timi* t(; 
strike up the levelled guns of tw'o chasseurs, w'Jio, 
blackened with powulcr, and wdtli eyos gleaming 
in frenzy, w’ould ha,v(* lired at raiiflom into tlie 
crowd of us if the other had not been there. A 

lieutenant conies up, a little man m yellow boots, 

D 



60 


A LOVE riUAlE. ' 


with stva}) on rhiii jiinl pistol in Vanabostt* 

speaks to him, and we are saved. 

“All this was yesterday. 'J’o-dny we art>* again 
at our studit'S, a synil*nl of our chddish life in the 
mi<lst of tliis tumult of action. I turn over the 
leaves of an ohl book of spiritual j)hih)sophy with 
the pleasui’e of contempt, and after reading official 
})hraBes about God, the iminorttd soul, retiriement of 
manners, moral liberty and innati* reason, I close my 
eyes and see the Square of the, Pantheon as it was 
last nii;ht: the dead lying with naked feet, because 
their slK»es have been stolen; aiid with battered 
skulls, because their deaths have, just been made sure 
of Ijy blows from butt-ends of guns ; the splashes 
of blood, that feel sticky beneiith the soles of oui 
ho(jts, the flames of the contlagratioiis in the dis¬ 
tant sky : and on the footpath, lying on the same 
straw, and sleeping like wearied brutes, the little 
chasseurs who }ia\e taken the (piarter. Homo 
liomini liqnor hiin'i ” 

“Dieppe, Jtih/ ls7l. 

“ The daughter res(‘inhles the moth<'r Slie is 
only twelve years old, and already I can cateli the 
coquetry, the glances, the prcanomtion of the 
woman in tlie pn‘sence of the man . and it will end 
as it did with her mother, in a mariiage of con¬ 
venience, first acts of thoughtlessness, a first lover, 
then a series of lovers <lown to some young Baron 
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de (JueriiOj whom iJiuru will lx; an attempt to per¬ 
suade that none was (wer loved hut lie; and, more 
foolish or more iiitelhgeut than myself, he will 
perhaps believe it. 

“ Yes, more intelligent; for in love the great 
thing is to have as much unndion as possible; and 
the real deeeption is to paralyse one’s heait by 
clear-sightedness. WhetluT was it Valmont in the 
‘Liaisons’—deai Valmont—or tlie Presidi*]it’s wile 
that was deceived ^ IShe who felt or lie avIio 
calculated? Whether was it Elvire or Don Juan, 
wh<» does not understand that Elvire, seeing that 
she has lieen able to intoxicate herself with love, is 
alone to be envied, while he liimself is not? 1 
know all this, but the inward demon is the 
stronger, and as soon as I begin to pay my ad¬ 
dresses to a woman I am at pains to pioenre all 
such information concerning her as can render me 
incapable of loving her. 

“ At my age, ought I not to Avrite in this book: 
‘ 0 divine fate ! that has caused me so siieedily to 
light upon the unique, the ideal woman, the sister- 
soul,’ &c, (It would call for some of (umiiod's 
nmsib). Not exactly, Monsieur de Querue, but 
rather a lady of experience, wlio has had live or 
six lovers, who has retained sufficient taste to give 
the title of ‘sentiment’ to what belongs to fair 
and fitting and the most brutal sensation ; a lady 
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of tact, who has given In^i’self a good deal of 
troiilde to persuade you that you hav<* seduced 
her. And the deuce take iiio if 1 am angry with 
her for such charming hypocrisy! Besides, what 
is the good <if being angry with anyone for any¬ 
thing? Every human being is a pn'tentious little 
watch, which, seeing its hands go round, tfincies 
that it is itself the cause of the inotuni. Fendish- 
iK'ss and vanity! Tlu*re is a delicate ineehanisni 
inside, and this niecljanism has it tliat Madame 

-shall Ik* a sentinieidal pmsiitute, her daugliter 

a future queajn and 1 a mirthless di*l)auehee, who 
parch my s<uil by setting forth all tins instead ot 
enjoying what is giauted to me.” 

“Paris, Man 1877. 

“An evening of folly yesterday and debaii(*hery, 
but debauchery that w’as gay and healthy wdiichls 
undoubtedly the truth. Nothing but this remains 
to me that does not leave disgust behind. 

“ I went to see Duret, the painter, with that sad 

dog Rene W-, who first stopped in the Rue de la 

Tour-Auvergiie to ask for Marie, a tall brunette. 

“1 have a Marie here,” said the d»)ork5eper, 
“but shi* is a tall blonde, red eveii,’^ and in fact at 
a window in the first floor I saw a head of warm, 
golden hair, a dress of clear, bright blue, and a 
nteuie complexion as extravagantly pink as a doirs. 
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In niv (lark honra 1 liavo liad faifficient kimwlcilgL* 
(jf tlio degrading and eunsolatory fascination of 
tli(.‘sc ])aintf‘d clianns, of these slain ])odies, of 
tliesc nnged (‘y(‘S, of all this lying I 

“ Af Duret’s fniind Leonie, the model who stood 
to him for liis Drii/ah in th(‘ last Stdon : a somewliat 
weari(‘il fae(‘, with a r«*Hncd ajid areh(‘<I nose, eves 
of gh'aming hlaekness, astroi^gly inaTked chin, with 
a slightly niaseiiliiK' a]»pearane(‘ in tlu* jirolile—the 
niaseiiliiw* appearance of th(*atrieal women wlio act 
111 l»in*les(pu‘—and a long ediintenanee. But that 
is hut the skeleton of the fac'c. The slight mous¬ 
tache was tinged with hlaek, the* patcli on tin* 
cheek undcMlimMl with black, the ('yes made still 
larg(T with hlaek, tin' complexion covered witli 
powdci’, and the powiha' })I(*ndiiig with the jiah* 
pink of the blood gave tin' woman an extravagant 
and s(»phisticate(l look which was e<»mpleled by the 
bnlliantly naereons te(‘th that twinkled wilh the 
splendour ot moist imitation pearls. 

“The toilet completed the woman. She had 
some black, gauzy material round her neck, a hat 
trimmed with ganzo ami iiowtn's, a dress of vuiie- 
gatod and friezed matenal, with a huge, red rose 
blooming on her hTt breast. 

“‘She’s a luxurious woman,’ said Rene iron¬ 
ically, and, ind(*cd, with the material /T lier dress, 
her gauze and her flower, she looked like a 
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croature that lived on nothiii^^ hut superfluity. 1 
paid iiiy addresses to her, pleased her, aud <lid not 
leave her houK<i until this nmining. 

“0 eufhantmeut of the senses wIk'H tlie sur- 
charpje of thought eonn-s not to mar physieal intoxi¬ 
cation! 0 enehantinent of prostitutes, Hi‘en thus as 
dispens«'rs ])leasure free from disqui(‘t <if Jieart! 
No askinc; -wlK'dier or liow one loves i»r is loved, 
no measuring of sensation Avith an ideal type of 
feeling tliat is perceived, and stnA^eii after, and 
tliat n(*ver can he felt! 1 Avrite tlies<* lines, and 
see! already my enj< »yment lias eAuijiorated. 1 Avrite 

thest* lines and A'et Avoiild that on a solilarv terrace 

■ 1 . 

fronting a landseaju* of trees and Avaters a Avtanan 
might appear liaAung the eyes of AA'hieh I long 
have di(‘amed—eyes aa^IucIi I knuAv Avitliout haAung 
ever met tlieni—and miglit swear to nu" that this 
life has been nothing but an eA’il dream ! And she 
should im^ n(l, ami h" that all he made the 
dearer to me;— and then 1 should Ioax! ” 


“ Parts, June 1871). 

“Luneheous aud dinners; dinners and lun- 
eheons. Assignations and eA^'ening parties. Ah I* 
hoAv empty niy life is! I do nothing tliat 1 like; 
nothing; for 1 like nothing. 

“In presenee of the liAung creature, nothing at 
h^t but pity for him 'vvUo suflVis, if he does 
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suffer— wIr) will suffer since lie endures the o^il of 
existeiict* 

“If death, inevitahle death, were neither physi¬ 
cally painful in the passage tliither from life, nor 
terrible in its sequel to our imagining, ah! how I 
would seek that which luXvS pronipte*! thouglits to 
mar inv life' 

mt 

“ We live on—and why ^ Wt* think—and why 
Why bet wet'll two glasses of delicate wine and 

amid naketl shoulders tloos there come to me 

« 

ceast'lessly at table tlu* image of the gravt*, and thi‘ 
inM)luble (pu'stifm concerning the meaning of this 
deadly farce of nature, and the world, and life ^ 

“ I muse on the sweets of mutual lo\ e, an absurd 
dream that civilisation grafts upon the simple need 
of coupling. Ah ' for a simple passion tlmt might 
apply niy entire sensibility to another being, like 
wet paper against a window-pane, 

“ And all this deelamatory jihilosophy due to the 
fact that yesterday I saw liladame de Rugle again 
at the Th(*atre Francais, and that the sight did not 
move me one whit. Wliat does logic say ? That a 
man sliould not force himself to tenderness when his 
lack of feeling is self-admitted, but turn on his heel, 
whistling that polonaise of Clmpin’s wdiich sIri 
used to play to me sometimes in the evening with 
so much intention and sentimentality. And of that’ 
passion this is all that is left.” 
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“ Jiunutni 

“I am fiwan-tlijit lliav*' iM'coni'* linvj-]!)lv, 1i<‘r«‘(*lv 

■ • 

and the rxtein.d iiiajutVstatinijK n1’ this 
(‘^'oism arc m»w Dlffiisivi* to mo, AvlioH'as t'ovmorly 

I iisod to HiiiTOTulor mys(*lF<o it ^vitlnmt scni[)lo, at 

II time, h<»Avi‘Vor, -wIh-ii J -was of iiimo woith tliaii I 
am now by reason oi’ the <]ifMm lliat 1 cljonslnMl 
fonccrniri^ mys<‘ll. 

“ IMnl oNopliisinj; tnitlilnlly alxait onosolf is as 
^roat a roliof as tlic* voinitnii}; of biN'. J look I'oi 
tlu‘ history of my trmporaniont frenn tin* <Tays <»t 
mv oluMIiood. J s<M‘ that mv inamination lias 

«. t, 

boon oxccssivo, jlostroyiiiL!: my sensibility })y lais- 
iTipj a fort‘“fa si lion (*d idea b(‘t^yt*(‘ll myself and 
rt'alily. *1 cx}*L‘ctt‘d to tool in a eeitain way—and 
■^■lien, r never did so. 'jMiis same imagination, 
daikened by mv nnele’s harsh tieatmeiit, has 

a, 7 

tiirmal also to mistiust. 1 have always tlreadt'd 
every ereatm e. ^i’he loss of mv fatlier and mother 

% I 

prevented the eorreetion «)f this eai'ly fault. Col- 

t 

lege life and modern literatuu* stain(‘d my thouglit 
before I hatl lived. The same literature sepaiated 
me from religion at iifteeu. Jmpitdy, to my shame, 
acted like refinement to seduee me I '^fln* mas- 
sacres of tlie Commune showed me the trm* nature 
of man, and the intrigues of the ensuing years the 
true nature of politics. I longed to link myself to 
some gi-eut idea—but to which? When quite 
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I had m^fiRnred Hio wrctclu^dnofis of an 
artist's t‘X]st<‘ii(M‘. ^riirrc must bo ^vniiis or fai 
betlov l(‘avo it iiltUH*. 'I'o raub as liltiotli .uuoii;^ 
wnters or inusioians—tl)ank you, no. Mv foriuiu* 
exoiiiptod mo from the uoL'ossily of h profossi<m. 
Enloi a (\»imoi1 of Stato for fu'roi^n affairs, or a 
public, othcc—and wliy t Tlicro arc only tort many 
oilicials ahi’ady. (u‘t mariic'd i '^flio tlioiight nf 
(•liaimng down niN lilt* never tempted m(‘. I should 

have dum* llie saiiu' as 1?- who, on the day of 

his w<'d<ling, look tiain io iriiii*n no moie. 

'fhen what i Nothing. I have not (*ven grown 
(d<l of hcfiit; 1 am aborlivi*. My srnhmental 
advruitures, Avliicdi have been ])ursu(*d in s[»ite ot 
everything, for w»)mon are (‘Veil yi‘t wliat is least 
inditferent to me, havi*, alas, convmc(.*d me that 
there are no ki.sses that do not' resemble those 
already given and i(‘eeived. It is all so sluuf, 
and su[>erIioial, and vain. How despeiate 1 slionld 
be rendered bv the tin nights of invself—of that 
self which I shall never In* abli* completely to 
renounce—did 1 oftt*u indulge in them! What 
else but the damnation of the mystics is mm- 
love ? ” 


Such wore a iew of the jaiges among many 
others, and tin* abominable monograph of a, secret 
disease of soul was continued in hundreds of 
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similar confidences. (H’U'ii simply the date was 
written, together with two or three facts: Rode, 
paid visits, went to the elnl), the theatre in the 
evening, or a party, or ball, and 1.h(‘ii came a 
single word like a refrain— Sphpii. At the begin¬ 
ning of the last of these nott'-books, Arniand, 
when h(‘ had chised it, conld ri^ad a list of all the 
years of his life since I8b(), and after <‘ach date* he 
had scrawled— Torture^ and at the end, the.se 
words: 

“I did not ask for life. If I have committed 
faults, fngliful mien, too, I have also kiioAvn suffer¬ 
ings such as, set ovci against the otheis, might 
say to the inconceivable Power that has created 
and that sustains me, if such a Power possess a 
heart; ‘ Have pity upon me! ’ ” 

The young man thrust away with his hand the 
heap i»f papers wherein he encountered so faithful 
an image of his present moral aridity, ISlowly he 
began to walk about the room. Everywhere in 
it he recognised the same tokens of his inward 
nihilism. The low bookcase contained but those 
few books which he still likednovels of \vitlier- 
ing analysis—“Dangerous Liaisons,’’ “Adolphus,” 
“ Affinities ”—moralists of keen and self-centred 
misanthropy, and memoirs. The photographs scat¬ 
tered over the walls reminded him of his travels^— 
those useless travels during which he had failed 
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to liis weariness. On the cliininoy-pieef*, 

betwe(‘n the likeneRses of two (h‘a(l fritnida. In* 
kejd an <*rjii;iiiatic portrait, r<‘]»iesentin}^ two 
women, with the hear! cd the one r<*stin^ upon 
the shonhh*!’ of the otlier. It was the prest*nt, 
life-like remembrance f)f a teiTible story —the 


story of the l)itt(Test faitlil(*ssn(*SM he had cv(‘r 

•f 

eiulnrt‘d. lb* liad been evnieal or artificial enoimh 

1 

to lano’h ovvY it formerly with the two heroines, 
but he liad laughed with deatli in his hf*ai*t. 

At the sif:^lit of all these* objects vntnessing 
to the manner of bis life, ho was so completely 
sensilile of his emotional wretehedneas .that he 
wrung his hands, saying quite aloud: “What a 
life I Good God I what a life!'* It was owing 
to experiences such as these that his lips and eyes 
preserved that expression of silent melancholy to 
which he had perhaps owed Helen’s love. It is 
their pity that leads to the (‘apture of the noblest 
'Women. But these crises did not last long with 
Armaud. In his ease muscles were strongei than 
nerves. He took up his journals, and threw them, 
rather than put them, away in the box. 

“ That’s a rational sort of occupation,’ he 
thought to himself, “ for the night before an 
a^gnation.** 

Immediately, his tliou;;lits turned again to 
Helen. The charming air of distinction that she 
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prtftfipRRed returned to liifi recollection, and sud- 
ileiily flt>i'te!ied him to an extraordinary degree. 

“ Why have I (entered into her life/' he said, 
“ sinco I do nt»t love her? For eleven little months 
she did- not know me, and she was at peace, 
'riiere*would still he time enough to acst the part 
of an honest man." 

He was s(‘i 2 !ed by the temptation to do what he 

had done onee already—1(» renonnee, before anv 
. * - 

nrevoeahJe step laid been taken, an intrigue in 
which he ran the risk of taking another's }a‘arf 
without giving his own in return. 

Verliapw she loves me," he said to himself; and” 
he Silt down al Ins table, and even got ready a sheet 
of papir in order to wnte to her. Then, leaning 
back in his easy chair, he reflected. The recol- 
h'chou of Varades suddenly beset him, as also of 
the serenity 'with which Helen liad <leceived her 
huRl)and tliat evening. ‘‘Tinioctait olnld/’he said 
aloud, speaking to himself, “if it were not I, it 
would be someone else. When a fast woman 
meets with a libertine, they form a pair." 

lie began to laugh in a nervous fashion, and 
recalled the boundless contempt with which he 
had fomierly beoii covered by the lady whom hia 
sci’uplea had led him to give up. She was the 
only enemy that be had kept among all the women 
■with whom he had had to do. The clock struck. 
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“ Two o’clock,” he said, “ and I have to get up 

early in order to visit worthy Madame Palmyre, 

and reserve one of her little suites, as iii Madame 

do Kuglc’s days, I shall be tired. Monsieur de 

Varades will be missed.” * 

Half-an-hour later he was ii> bed, and, head on 

arm, sleeping that infantine sleep which, in spite 

of his life, had still been left to him. 8o he was 

represented in a drawing by his father, which hung 

on one ot the walls of his bed-room. Ah! if the 

♦ 

dead ones, whose son lie was, had been able to see 
him, would tliey have condemned him '/ Would 
they l^avc pitied him '{ 



CHAPTER III. 

It wan about liall-pnBt ten lu tlie morning when 
Madame Chaz(‘l receivt'd a Kinall packet from the 
Baron de Querne. It contained two books—two 
new tjovcIh— and a letter, tlie last being* similar 
to all those that a man of the world may wyite to 
a woman with wliom he is on friendly terms. But 
the postscript pressed as with a hand upon her 
heail;. It ran as follows: 

“If your country friend decides to come to 
Paris, the best furnished apartments that I have 
seen are at 16, Rue de Stitekholm. They are on 
the second floor, to the right.” 

Yes, Helen was seized with inward trepidation 
on, reading these simple lines. In proportion as 
her action drew closer to her—the action that 
Would for ever sejiarate her future and her past— 
the fever which had been preying upon her since 
the previous evening had increased still more. 
She had just left her bath, and, wrapped in a 
dri'Ssmg-gowu of pure white, was crouched Jon 'a - 
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low chair beside the fire, her naked feet in slipjxM's, 
her form micoiiRtiained by the ll(‘Xible material, 
and her hair rolled in a great twist about her neck. 
She shiveied in her \vo(>l-liin‘(l robe, and, with 
Armand’s letter in her fingers, gazed now at the 
pai)or, the mere touch of whiqh overwhelmed her, 
and now around the room—a refuge which she 
preferred even to tho little drawing-room, as 
enabling her to retire int«) a domain that wds all 
her own. 

* 

She had be(‘n pleasetl at the time of their 
Ri'ttling ill Paris to obtain this room all to Innself! 
She had during so many nights knovrn the torture 
of sleejling beside a man whom she did not love, 
and if sleeping side by side, almost breath to breath, 
forms the delight of blissful passion, physical 
aversion, on the other hand, is augmented by 
such intimacy, until it becomes a species of animal 
hatred. Alfred’s movements, the sound of his 
breathing, the mere existence of his person, angered 
her and hurt her, in the hours that she spent 
tlius beside him, when silence hung heavy upon 
their rest, and she lay awake quivering and in 
revolt. When requesting this separation of rooms 
she certainly had not foreseen that the s(jh'tude of 
her couch would one day avail her as a weajjon 
against material jiaytition, that terrible ransom for 
adultery which prudent women accept as a secu- 
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ttty. It is a rare thing tlu»SL‘ wIid dereiVL* their 
ImshiuidH to sleei* apart from tin‘in. Thc‘y would 
rather not have to carry with them to their lover 

the anxiety due to a watthfulnefis hut little recon- 

•/ 

cilable with complete pleasure. 

But Ihilen was not capable of such calculations. 
The most charming trait in Inn* cliaracter was a 
spontaneity that might draw lu-r into vtTv gjeat 
perils, blit tliat at least always jircsei’ved her fioiu 
a foulness Avhich is more degrading than any¬ 
thing else—I'cflection in the midst of erior. At 
this very moment, as sin* sat crouching upon her 
low chair, she did not think about the eonsi*- 
quences of her approaching action, nor <hd she 
le.jiRon—shi‘ felt. The presence of Armand's letter 
caused her to be visited with excessive emotion. 
She scarcely so much as listened to tlie noise that 
her little boy made iu playing beside her bed. 
The child was shaking liis flaxen ringlets, and 
.shouting and running about. had set two 

chairs beside each other, and was creeping be¬ 
tween them, pretending that he was a railway 
traiifpassing through a tunnel. 

Since she had been in love with Armand, Helen, 
had experienced strange feelings of sadness in tlie 
presence of lier little Henry, and she had re¬ 
proached herself fur them as foy a lack of leinler- 
ness, attributing them to remorse. In reality, her 
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sorrow was <lu<' to tlie (liscovcrv in lier son of an 
astonislnnp; lik{*ricRH to her huHl)aii(l. Blven in his 
ffanies tin* child recalled the convoisatKai of the 

O 

father, who imm principle j^ave him for hooks 
hotliiiii;* hut seientitic Avorks, and then he had Alfred 


(''hazel's i-yes and his awkwartlness in nsinp; his 

liaiids, and had only his inoth«a*’s inoutli and fore- 

% 

h{‘ad. She K])ui]cd him all the more for her con- 
scioiLsiK'.'^s of what she had taken irom him to ^ve 
to another ! The child continued to play, looking 
sf)metiiiieiS toAvards his mother. Tlie latt<*r, at one 
nujjiient, lieaA'ing a deep sigh, enimpk^d up the 
paper that shf‘ held in luT hand, and llung it into 
the firt‘. 

The n(»te had groAvn intolerable to her. She 
told luTself, indeed, that it Avas more prudent on 
her lover’s part to AAuite to her in this tone o^’ 
foj’iiial politeiK^ss, but it aa'us such prudence as 
freezes, and in Helen's ,then unnerved eondituni 
she had need of a letter Avhose eveiy pJirasc actir 
upon the reader's heart like invisible and caressing 
lips. The crumpled paper, letter and envelope to¬ 
gether, rolled into the fire, and the child left the 
eliairs AAuth AA’liich ho was playing to come t(? 
bis mother’s side and wat(^h it bnrn. 

‘’•Whaf are you looking at there, darling*?” 
Helen said to him. 

“At the mins, mamma,” he i eplied. 8o he called 
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the hiininous dotslliat run across Hie black surface 
of pnpcr {^onsunwd hr tiro. ThoFo dots were in 
his ev{‘N nuns disfractodly travci’-sina- their burnt 

■ 4. If 

cloisfer. “How they hurry," he said; “ ho\y 

■ f ^ 

rri<:;hi(’ued they are! Oh! J.hat (»iie, mamma, look 
at that one! Tin* convent is falliii;^ down. They 
are all dead.” 

Madame (’'hazel felt heiself incapable of endur¬ 
ing this moriiniont. The wliole odious nature of 
her moral situation liad just been rendered palpable 
to her by a petty, iiisi^niiieant. fact, that of her 
son makinp^ a playthinji; ol tlu3 ]ett<*r in which her 
lover made an appointment with her for their hist 
secret nic-etin^'. She would imve been so ^'lad to 
have lieltl her home life, Ihe matenial obliijjationH 
of whieh she would fulhl to the utmf)st, distinct 
from the other, from that life of jmssion upon which 
she was entca-ing, earned away by something 
stronger than her reason, eK)melhing so obscure to 
hei*Belf and yet so real. Was this distinction, then, 
altogether impossible, seeing that on tlie very first 
dajvall that she would have wished apart were , 
being blended together ? 

**(io and play with Miette,’’ she said to her son, 

“ I have A slight lieadache.” 

3Iiette was the little boy's nurse. A lady’s maid, 

,a ctjfck, and a man-servant completed ilw ' 

of the houshold, Miclte, who had <!omc from tl^e ;• 
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cnuntrj’ with her employers, liad taken care of 
Henry from Iiie eurlieKt infancy. At night, to Rend 
Jii?ji to Klee]), she used to sing canticles to him, one 
espeeiaJJy of which delighted and ferritied him; 

“Come, divine Meas»]ah.” 

■ 

** What is MtJKsiah ^ ” he would ask his nurse. 

** lie is Aiitichiist,” she used to reply. 

“ Wiien will He come i '* asked the child. 

“ At the eml of the world.” 

“ In liow many years ? ” 

“ Seven,*' sai«l the nurse. 

“TJieii I shall he twelve years old,” Henry 
wiaild calculate. 

Tliis aKtonishing prediction ha<l so struck him 
the night before, that at the ineie mention of his 
nurso’s name, he began to tell it to his mother. 
At any other time this confidence would have 
amused her, l)ut while speaking he had in his 
bright grey eyes a look that the young woman 
knew only too well. 

“Don’t be frightened,” she said, “for you are 
good, and go and play.” 

The little boy cast a glance at the fire where the 
black residue alone marked the site of the burnt 
convent; at the chairs whose backs were no 
longer the walls of a deep tunnel; at his mother, 
to know whether he might not remain. Uncoii^ 



ficwiisly he iras bv the sadnoRs over- 

ft > 

flpreading her fact'. By one of those almost 
animal intnitioiiH peculiar to extrem(‘ly sensitive 
' ehildreii, ho diseenied that his preseiict' was vexing 
to his mother. He kissed her hand, and then 
suddenly burst int<j tears. 

ft 

‘"What is the matter, my ang«‘], wliat is the 
matter?” said Helen, pressing him in lier arms and 
eoveiing him with kisses. 

1 thought you were angry with me,” lu^ said. 
Tlieii, warmed by lier caresses, he said: “I am 
going, mamma; I will be good.” 

“ Have eliildren j>r«*scutmieiitH? *’ Helen asked of 
herself when she was left alone. “One would 
think he were ccniBeioiis that something unusaal 
is taking plaee.” And with lier elbows on lier 
knees and her chin resting upon lier closed liands, 
she relapsed intt» the state of fever that liad kept 
her awake the whole iiiglit. The nacreous bruise 
that eiicireled hei eyes too clearly revealed this 
sleeplessness. On lising, she had looked at herself 
in the glass, and said to herself: 

“ I am not pretty—I shall not please him.” 

What had been preying upon her had been 
neither pmdish reasoning nor moral reflection. It 
was a sort of ardent langour. She could see 
Armand in her thought, and as it were a wave of 

r 

blood* but having greater lieat, surged to her 
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heart, her throat choked a little, and her will 
tuftvred. It was not uuly her first intrigue, in the 
scJiso in whieJi the world understands the term, 
but it was her first love. Helen Chazel, while stiJ] 


MadoJiioificlle de Vaivre, had endured one of the 
JuoHi paiiilul trials that can weigh upon youth. iShe 
had ])eeii ))er«e<‘uted by a step-mother who hated 
hei, wluh* iieheving that she was only biinging 
her iij) well and eorrecling her. The De Vaivres 
lived in a kijid of chateau, four miles Irom Ikmrges, 
and this had been a prison to the yimng girl. The 
father, a weak man, wh(» cherished an innocent 
mania for an archa'ological collection, patiently 
and complacently gathered together, had never 
suspected the mute drama played between step¬ 
mother and step-daughter for twelve years. 

Madame de Vaivre loved her husliand, and, 
without lierstdf eoiiiprelieuding as much, was 
jealous of the (lead wift*, that first wife whose 
grace she saw renewed in the features of the child, 
in her smiles and in her gestures. Nothing is so 
ilangerous as an evil feeling of tlie existence of 
which we are not quite aware. To gratify it we 
discover all kinds of excuses which enable us to 


feed our hatred Avitliout losing our self-esteem. 
It was thus that Madame de Vaivre, having taken 
Helen’s education in hand, made every lesson and 
every admonition a means for torture. 
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This woman, pretty and refined, but unfeeling, 

very solicitous about jjropriety iii‘ consequence 

of the lengtlvened sojournings at Paris with her 

father, who had been an official deputy under the 

July monarchy, was withal minutely devout, and 

instinctively unkind, like ail persons who are 

accustomed never to admit the just sensibilities of 

otliers. When Alfred <-hazel luul come to be 

♦ 

iiitiniate with Monsioiu do Vaivre, owing to their 
cnnimoii bisto fur <‘xeavalioiis and antiquities, she 
had with joy perceived that he was falling in love 
with Helen. It afforded iier a secret }>!ensure to 
marry her step-daughter to a man who had no 
fortune, and, the dowry being very small, to 
condemn her for years to a middling existence. 
Death, which takes as little account of our evil 
calculations as of our great iiiTentions, had taken 
in hand to render abortive this woman’s hateful 


anticipation, through whitdi poor Helen had seen no 
mure clearly than Alonsitau* cle Vaivre lu’mself. 

All that the young girl undiustood on tlie day 
that Chazel asked her in marriage was that she 
would be free from her si eji-niother’s tyranny. 
She had a plain perception of that from which 
she was escaping. As to marriage and its phy¬ 


sical realities, what ciuild she have known of 
.them^t Thus, on leaving the church, she found 
herseif in a moral situation that was full of peril 
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Her cliildhoocl, s[)cnt, it liad l)eon, bcnealli 
ooutiiiual ()ppr(‘Rsion, had to an excoRsive dofijreo 
»])(*(! witliin her a taste*, for tln^ romantic—a 
power, that is, of fushioniiifi^ heforehaiid an image 
('f life witli which the reality is Rnhseepieiitly uom- 
paied. Through her jey at deliveiance, her future 
rnaiiiige showed to Iut like a piiradiRe* of d< light. 

MislortiiiK* luul it that Alfi<*d (Jhazd Khoiild he 
one of tlu»Ke m(‘M who, with all kindness, all 


deh<*aey even, at tin* hottoiii oi‘ their heaits, aie 
ft>r (‘vt‘r igiinraiit ol' a woman's nature, d'he con- 
fiiinmiatioii of the inaiTiag<‘ was to H<‘l(‘n souu'- 
thiiig as h.iteful as it had heen unexpe(‘ted—hk(‘ 
a trihut(‘ paid to clumsy brutality. The result 
was that she received her husband’s eiideurments 


with a repugiuinee that was imperfectly disstunbled, 
and that added to tlie timidity of a man alr(*ady 
‘ timid by iiatuie and awkwaidly imjiaRRloned, as 
tliijRe who have not slackened the initial ardour 


of their youth in fai'ile intrigues often are. Alfred 
was secretly afraid of Hliowing his tenderness 1o 
his wife, and lie concealed from lier tin* intensity 
of a love that would perhaps have touched her 
had she been alile to perceive it. 

Moral divorce between liusband and wifi* lias 


nearly always pliyRiohigical divorce for its first 
. Hud hidden cause. If eOmmunity in volnptous- 
nesR is the most p iwerful agent for the fusion ol 
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temperaments, the toituring possession of a 
woman by a man remains the certain origin of 
nnconquerablc antipathy. It came to pass in the 
Chazel household, as in all similar households, ■ 
that this first antipathy was heightened from week 
to week by reason ot the fact that two beings, 
cimdenmed to hve side l^y side, iineeasingly 
afford oaeb other grounds for more l<>ve or greater 
hati'ed. Do not all the petty events of life iviider 
them QvvYj minute more pn-sent to each other? 
The divergence in tastes, ideas, and liahits that 


lairted Alfred from Helen, would have pnadded 
the latter, had she loved her husband, with pre¬ 




texts for a loving education. Not loving him, she 


found in them only reasons for separating from 


him still more. 


Alfred Chazel was in fact a sou of the people, 
and in spite of the intellectual refinement of two 
generations, his peasant origin showed itself again 
in him in clumsiness of gesture and attitude. He 
was not vulgar, and at the same time ho was 
lacking in manner. Helen, on the contrary, cume 
of a'noble family, and her step-mother’s continual 
superintendence had developed to an extreme in 
her a sense of <letailed particuhirity concerning hf 
person and everything about her. Her husband'fe ^ 
manner of eating shocked Jier; his manner 6f 
going and coming and sitting down—a certain 
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filowiit'ss in grasping all that constitutcil thr 
material siclo of lif<. When it was needinl to 
a(.'coni})liHli a rapid and preoiso movejnent, duiing 
a walk, or at table, or in a sliop, he would pauso 
fur a moment, witli sliglitly ga]mig, and witli 
a startled demeanour, like a- peasant passing 
tlivougli a termmus m a largt* town. 

Allied, moreover, was ion<i ot saying that h<‘ 

was an a]>sen1 man, and that the extern.d wtu-ld had 

no exisletiee tor him; and it was tine, tor two 

influenei^s had eontuhule<l to uproot him liom the 

said external world—the sinhh'ii transition of his 

family from one soeial elass into anollier, and the 
1 • 

nature id his matheiualieal studies, llis wife Jiad 
never been able to ensure that the cord of his eve- 
glass should not be broken, and then knotted in 
several places, that the eollar of his overcoat 
should be kept down, bis silk hat brushed, and 
his cravat propm’ly tied. The carelessness eharac- 
teristic «)f men of thought was visilde in liis (‘iitin* 
person. 

Helen would hav(‘ Mushed with indignation and 
shame liad she bet.m told of the pait played by 
these trifles in her coiijiigMl uveision. But is not 
the life of the heart, lilct* pliysieal life, a summing 
of the infinitely little ^ Moreover, Ihese minute 

* I 

facts, which fprnied a mass in tlu‘ii totality, sym- 
bolisod an essential srround for dissociation between 
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the husband and wife, namely, the abseluto distinc¬ 
tion between the minds of both. Helen’s insti-iietion 
had not been of a very solid kind; she had not l)ecn 
fortified by that sum of positive learning whicli 

M 

alone is alile to balance intense development »)t 
thought. Thus, all her reading as a girl and as a 
young woman Inn I been directed towards tlinse 
woiks oi iinagjnation for whi(;h Alfred predessed 
the imn)eent contem])t of a seientisr wlmse literary 
eiillure is almost non-existent. It a}>p('ared extia- 
in'dinary to linn, and he used ingenuously to say 
, so, that in an age of eheimstry, steam, and elec¬ 
tricity, intelligent beings should occupy tiiemselves 
with the composition of such trash. Hence, in 
conversatiou, husband and wife had not a single 
opinion in common. Alfred was quite sensible 
that an abyss, growing constantly more impass¬ 
able, was yawning between Helen and Jiirnself, 
and he was paimul by it, bul- in the way that he 
Would have been ])ainod by an iiK'ompivheiisibie 
misfoi'tune. 

What does she want to make her hapj)y t he 
would aak himself, and then he woiihl in thought 
.draw up a list of the conditions for happiness that 
were realised about his wife: “ We havi* money, 
and a dear child; she wished to live in Paris, and 
^faere ,we are; I give her every freedom; I have 
thd most absolute confidenee in her: I do her 
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bioiioiir by ray position ; everything smiles upon us 
and flatters us—ami she is not happy ! ” 

No, Helen had not been happy, and on the 
morning of this winter day, which was to prove to 
her a date that could never be forgotten, slie felt, 
her whole inclaneholy past, surging back upon her. 
A thousand scenes sJioAved thoniseHes, and she 
discerned that through tliein all slio had been ad¬ 
vancing towards the hour at ■which, as she believed, 
h(‘V true life wouUl begin. Often at Bourg«'s, while 
walking with her husband along the Seraue(nu't 
pTORienade, she had asked herself whether she 
should ever, ever be acquainted with hai)pinesR, 
with the tvarni radiancy wdthin her of a light that 
might illumine the cold darkness in which she lan¬ 
guished. Her husband conversed with her about 
hie plane, his college life, and his coinpanituis, ■with 
the calmiK'ss wdiiuh he displayed in all matters, 
holding it a prineijih* that a inai» should look at 
life CD its good side, should be sulunissive, and 
accept. 

These talks piostrated her wdth sadness. J^ihe 
sighed vaguely after an infinitude of emotion 
!, which she conceived to bo possible, and the 
/tokens, the reflection of which she discovered 
'in a few phrases in the novels of her reading 
they treated of love. Of all the emotions 
of' life this was the only one with which she 
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was iiiiacquaiiitctl. Slio liad been a daughter, 
and had loved her father, but her atieotion had 
bi'eii cruelly deceived. Sht* had been a sister, 
but Utile Adole, ]\ruusiour de Vaivre’s daughter 
by Ids second luariiage, resembhMl her mother, and 
Helen had nevtr ])ceii able to become unreservedly 
attached to lier. iSlie had had friends, but it had 
always seenn*d to her that these fiiends did not 

ft 

feel as she did, and she had nevm* ventured to 
speak to them of what touclied her most closely, 
ot what was dearest to her heart. She would 
have been jnous had not the sight of her step¬ 
mother’s i)iety given her an aversion to religious 
practices which, as she sa^v only too clearly, inight 
be made a justification for the w'uist egotism. 
She was a mother, and she loved her son; but, 
as formerly, in the case of her little sister, a 
resemblance checked her in lier feeling. Little 
Henry recalled Alfred too much at eertain moments. 

Then it was, when she had fatluimcd tlie bank¬ 
ruptcy of her first youth, that her imagiiiatioii 
pictured to her the dawn of a rejauative ft'eling; 
and what ct)uld this nnsterious feeling be if it 
were not that one witlj 'which she ^vas unac¬ 
quainted, and the Avrcctness, power and happiuess ■ 
of which Were celebrated by all ? 

“But no,’' sh<i said to herself, ‘*it is a crime to.^j 
love when one is not free.” 
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Then she recnlh'd cmiversMtionK lionrcl on ht‘r 
friends’ “days” at Bourses, an<l the manner in which 
pen[d(' spoke {»f a duetoi’s uite who had eloped 
with a yonnj» (Jonseiller (h* Prefret lire. And then 
she met Avith inrii who liad so little reseinblance to 
the iinajL;'e that she laid formed of him whom sin* 
njij;*ht have loved! She rem(*nilM>n*d the painful 
sur})i’ise whn'li had been eaiised her l>y that very 
Monsieur de Vaiiu](‘S, of wlmm De (JuiTue had 
heard. Sin-had ladieved in tlie jL''enuinrne.ss of ins 
sympathy. Ho came to see her. Tliey used to liave 
a tittle iJiiisie together, '^rhen, ha<l he not ofleied 
violeui'r to ln*r one eveninij; when tlu'y wcav alone in 
the Imiisc'? She had saul nothin;^' to lier husband 
from dread of a scandal and a duel; Imt she had 
Tt 'ver received th(‘ younji; otHeer aerain when alone. 
She did not snsp^^et tlint lie had rovei^^^ed himself 
upon her by sayiiij^’ that she had been his mistress. 

By what famdiariti(‘S had she challenged tlie 
audueity of this garrison Don .Inaii t Yet she was 
not a Coquette. The fei'ling that sprang up 
within her in the presence of a stranger was 
rather <an apprehension of offence than a desire 
to please. She had been as little of a coquette 
with Armand de Querne. If tlnn’C w'as a man 
whom she would have refraineil from approaehfng 
with a desin‘ to seduce, it was assuiedly he. Her 
husband had so ofteu'extolled him to her. 
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“ W}ion vro were at college, Amiand and i/'* 
or, “ Armand npod to Kay to me,” or, “ Amiand 
wrote to me.”’ And so on. 

Helen had anticipated auedher and a more pre* 
tentioiiK Alfred. She had told herself that some 
day, it ever she left the comitiy, she would be 
obliged to endure in her homo the prt‘Kence ot 
this friend, who would he a hostile judge, and 
would raise fresh diftieiilties between her liiishand 
and hei’self. If they were sejiarated for so many 
reasons the one from the other, her own resiTve 
and AlJ'n'd’s good nature at least prevented the 
separation from breaking out in scenes and dis¬ 
putes. What would be the outcome ol the intru- 
siuu of Alfred’s old chum into their home, she 
almost anxiously asked herself on the occasion 
of her first visit to Paris. > 

Her rapid interview with Monsieur de Queme 

4 

had modified the colouring of these fears. He 
Jiad come to take the Chazels to their hotel, and 
all three had dined together in a restaurant on 
tbe Boulevards. Helen had been surprised by 
Armand’s outward appearance, and by the con-* 
trast that he presenttnl to the carelessness of 
Alfred; but further, the young man's questional,: 
hie'•keen way of looking, the irony that tinted' 
his jaiiglitest expressions, together with an inde¬ 
xable shade of contempt for Alfred, which a 
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woman’s acutonrSH ronid n^f mu.nlc, Imd 
disci*ncerte(l lier, eaiisin^ Iier a sliivor of 

mistrust. She would liave wished never to see 
till* iiiiin a^^ain. She had been unable to refrain 
from inentmninfjj this antipatliy to lior huslaiiid, 
and lie had ri'jilied: “’lie looks like that, but he 
is si^eh a fi^otHl I'ellow, and tliiMi lie has been so 
unlovtiinate.” Ami he 1 old his wife abnut Ainiamrs 
childhood, his i^'iiardian's selfislmt'.ss, his youtljl'ul 
liielaueholy, and he coniiniseraled him for other 
invsterious suflerinns. 

“ lie has not understood life well. He Avas rich. 

* 

He lias not (MiiployiMl liis lino jiowers. He has 
said iiothliii; to m<*, but I alwuAs lielieved that 
he had ex])eriom‘<‘d a deep passion.” 

- Helen Avonld liavi* Ix'cn imieli astonislied if any 
one had reA^ealed to her that the species of aphony 
■with AAdiieb her thought rested upon tlio jirobablo^ 
secret nature of this disquieting personage, com¬ 
prised that Ibrm of anxiety Avliicli i>fteu pre¬ 
cedes love. Tlie settlement at Paris had taken 
place, and Arinand had begun to visit them, at 
first in their furnished rooms, and then in the 
little house in Hie Hue de La Rocliefouialuld. It 
Was he who had found it for them, lie who coiir- 

* 

“teonsly offered liis assisbince in the countless 

r I 

,goings and comings necessitated by tlie fuuiish- 
Ing of the new home,’ In the constant interA’ieAvjj 
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tluiR brought about, 'whoihor iii a shop, or while 
walking together from uiio tradcKinaii’s to another, 
or when driving in a carringe, aw often happened, 
Helen leanit to know all the deliglitful nut ward 
qualities possessed by Ainiand. Unlike the men, 
all of them occupied witli science or self-advance¬ 
ment, who met at lior husbantls Innise, lie appeared 
to attach only .1 secondary iiapoitfinee to ac(|uired 
merits or positive learning. Questions of b'cling 
alone inten*fiti*d him. 

Jn all the men tliat slie had seen, Jleleji hail 
encountered the same idea a]»out love, namely, 
that it p(*rtaiiieil to youtlj, was to ]>o I'elegated 
to tJio l)ackground, and that rational pfco])le should 
never weigh it against family or professional 
interests. Her discussions with Armand revealed 
to her a man who had reflected a great deal about 
the mutual relations of tlie sexes, lie possesst^d 
tliat imagination of heart wliicli women so readily 
oonfuso with geiiuiuo sensibility, together with^ 
that (experience of amorous life which lends to 
libertifies thcjir prestige even Avitli the most virtuous. 
The expression of melancholy which was familiar 
to him seemed to say that this experience had lieen 
purchased at the cost of cruel (h'ceptious. It was 
these iinknt)wu gnefs that completial tlie work of. 
seduction 'which hiul Ix’guu in timorous astonish¬ 
ment, and been continued iu the admiration of thd 
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provincial for tlie Parisian; for the superiority of 
jutlginent concerning life which distinguished the 
young man, correspvmded to too many stilled 
aspirations on Helen’s part, to leave her indif¬ 
ferent to it. It was lie whose taste she perceived 
scattered over the walls of her little drawing- 
room; he who had chosen tliat old tapestry and 
hung it in its corner; he who diad chosen this 
pieee of furniture or that pie<*e of material from 
among several f»tliers. This softened admiration, 
which led her to sav to lierself: AVliat a 

happiness it would h(t to Ciimfort him for all 
that he has sufrere<l,” had soon ended in the 
hope that her presence was really fe’weet to 
him, for he was ocoUi)ie(l about lier with visible 
sympathy. 

At dilferent times she had h^^ard liim tell lier: 

‘*I had an invitation to Madame So-and-so’s this 
evening, but 1 broke my engagement in order to 
spend the evening with you.” 

One dav, on the occasion »)f one of those insiir- 
nilicant events whicli in the heart’s darkness 
4re as tiny lights revealing an immense gulf, 
she had confessed to herself that she loved him. 
Armand, who was to have come to dinner in the 
Rue de La Rochefcmcauld, had sent a note of 
excuse to the effect that he was unwell. JSlie 
liad sent Alfred to see him, and Alfred had found 

F 
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nobody in the Rue Lincoln. By the sorrow that 
the young woman experienced, she recognised 
the extent of the interest that she took in Monsieur 
de Querne, and, to her misfortune, she recognised 
it at a moment when, upon one of those petty 
troubles, which are great disasters in love, she 
must inevitably doubt whether her feeling was re¬ 
turned. Instead of striving against this love, as 
she would have done had she believed herself 
loved, she said to herself: 

“ Why has he not kept his promise ? With 
whom has he spent the evening? ” 

When she saw him again, he spoke somewhat 
hardly to her, and she suffered a disconcerted 
countenance to be seen. He gently took her 
hand, and she burst into tears. From that hour 
she ceased to be capable of concealing the dis¬ 
quiet with which the mere sight of Armand 
inspired her. She began to enter upon that stage 
wherein the soul finds itself ceaselessly divided 
between the sight of the direst misfortune and of 
the highest felicity. How is it possible to reason 
then? Armand, who knew love’s halting-places 
too well not to perceive the progress that he was 
making in lielen’s heart, was adroit enough to 
show her that he doubted her feelings towards 
himself, and that he was unhappy on account of 
this doubt. 
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He thus led her in succession to tell him that she 
loved him, to let him take her hands, her arms, 
her waist, and to lend her cheek, her eyes, her lips 
to kisses. Nothing could be more opposed than 
these progressive familiarities to the ideas that 
Helen entertained respecting the manner in which 
a,woman ought to behave towards a man when 
she loves. She considered, as do all tmly loyal 
natures, that a slight deception is morally equiva¬ 
lent to one that is complete. But she yielded to 
the faintest expression of pain in the young man’s 
eyes with a weakness for which she reproached 
herself on each occasion, only to relapse once 
more. 

“ Ah 1 do not be pained; what does it matter if 
I ruin myself? ” such was the translation of the 
poor woman’s looks, the words that she uttered 
in a whisper. 

She had not spoken falsely when putting to 
him the sorrowful question: 

“ You will at least be happy ? ” 

And now, within a few hours of the moment 
when she would be entirely his, it was this hope 
and this uncertainty that floated above all else. 

“AhI” she thought, “if only 1 may see that 
light in his eyesl Afterwards I shall become 
what I may. What matter if I have given him 
that!” 
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She had reached thiR point in her reflections 
when a kiss made her start. Alfred had just 
come in to bid her good morning. Having gone . 
out before eight o’clock he liad not yet seen her, 
and finding her so pretty in the robe of soft 
material that showed the outline of her graceful 
shoulders, and bust, and the lines of her legs 
terminating in the white, blue-veined, naked feet 
in their black slippers, he could not refrain from 
approaching lier and stealing a kiss from the sweet 
place on her neck, between the ear and nape. 
This was such a surprise to her on emerging 
froHji the universe of ideas in which she had just 
been absorbed, that she gave a slight scream. 

“Lazy, chilly, timorous creature,” said Chazel,, 
who strove to jest in order to banish the angi*y 
expiessioii which his caresses had just called up 
upon til at charming face. “Do you know what 
o’clock it ist A quarter to twelve. You will 
never be ready for breakfast. What are you read¬ 
ing I ” he continued, taking up the two volumes 
seat by Monsieur de Querne which were lying on 
the table; “more novels—^but they are not cut. 
What have you been doing all the moniing?” 

“I have been settling papers and making up 
accounts.” ' 

*' f' 

. How many of these little falsehoods her lips ’ 
bad uttered, and not one, even the slightest and v 
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most innocent of them, that did not cost lier ti 
cruel effort. 

“Will you rinp; for .Julia?” she resumed. “I 
am goin^ to have my hair dressed, and I shall be 
ready in ten minutes.” 

t 

“ I am not in your wav if I remain here ? lie 
said. 

“Not particularly—^for the present,” she replied, 
and already she had passed into her dressing-room. 
vShe hail put on a light cambric wrapper, and 
was unfastening her beautiful chestnut hair, comb¬ 
ing it herself. Alfred remained on his feet, lean¬ 
ing against one of tlie leaves of the door and 
reading a newspaper which he had taken out of 
his pocket. The mere rustling of the paper 
irritated Helen's nerves, because it recalled this 
man’s presence to her, and his presence appeared 
at this moment a profanation. Ah I if Armand 
had been there instead of the other, h()W charm¬ 
ing she would have found it to associate him 
thus with the coquettish portion of the mysterious 
attentions to her beauty. But such familiarity in 
one whom they do not love is so displeasing to 
women, that even prostitutes are pained by it. 
In all, whether virtuous or not, modesty is the 
beginning and the ending of love. Alfred had 
never understood this. He was still in love with 
B^leh; and these sudden intrusions upon her 
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privacy procured him a duml) happiness that was 
composed of timid desires and furtive coutem- 
plations. Over the top of his open iiewspaper**^^ 
he watched the white hands passing backwards 
and forwards among the yielding hair, and the 
graceful shape of the arms which the wide sleeves, 
when thrown back by certain movements, allowed 
to be seen. 

How he would have liked to handle that liair 
which she always denied to him I And she too 
looked at her hair with happiness, in spite of the 
pain which her husband caused her by remaining 
there, for she perceived that it was as long and as 
wave-like as when she had been a young girl. 
Every time that she paid attention to her beauty 
now, she studied herself with childish anxiety, 
spying out the slightest wrinkle on her temples, 
about her lips, around her neck, asking herself 
whether she was still pretty enough to intoxicate 
the man she loved, and she smiled at herself in 
the glass as she twined her hair, and leaning 
forward a little she saw in a comer of the same 
glass the reflection of her husband’s face with a 
blaze in his eyes—that swift gleam of desire 
which she knew and hated well. She shivered 
as though she had awoke to find herself exposed 
naked in a public square, blushed violently, and 
mdz 
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*‘I do not know why Julia iR not here. Ring 
again, please, and leave me.*’ 

She got up, pushed Alfred away, shut the door, 
and when alone, felt the tears come. 

“ Ah I ” she said to herself; “ I do not truly love 

* ^ 

him. Ought not these trifles to be sweet to me 
since I endure them for his sake? ” 

Such were her thfmghts as she sat at the break¬ 
fast table, dresRcd nf)W in a dark-coloured dress, 
and wearing boots—the boots in w^hich she was 
presently, aud in a very short time, for the time¬ 
piece hanging on the wall was pointing to thirtj'- 
five minules past twelve—to walk to that Rue de 
Stockholm which she had not known even by 
name before receiving her lover’s note. Wl}eni 
wa*s itV What would the house look like? At 
the mere thought of it, an intoxicating, lunniug 
fluid seem to course through her veins. T<^ remain 
quiet was a torture to hei*, and as for eating, she 
was unequal to it. It seemed to her that her 
throat was so choked that not even a piece of 
bread would pass thiough it. Little Henry was 
talking to his father, and the latter, on failiiig to 
receive even a reply from her to two or three 
qi^igptions, said; 

“ How strange you are to-day. Are you not 
well ? 

“I?” she said. “Why I am as cheerful and 
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meny as possible/' and she beji^an to and U 

talk iu a loud tone. Can be suspect anything* ? ” 
she asked hevselt*; ‘‘ but what matter if he does? ” 

“What are y(»u going to do this afternoon?" 
asked Alfred again mechanically. 

“Will you take me with you, mamma?" said 
Henry. 

“No, darling," she replied, evading a reply 
to her husband, “you will go to the Chainps- 
lillysees, and 1 will wish you good morning as I 
j)ass, perhaps. Is it fine to-day ?" she went on, 
although she liad watched both sky and pave¬ 
ment with impatient anxiety since early morning. 
And on his replying in the affirmative she said; 
“ Y(»u can take the carriage; I will go on foot, it 
will do me good." 

Idicy had a brougham that was hired by the 
month, and that they used in turns, he for business 
expe(^’ti<>ns, and she for paying visits. 

“At last!" she sighed, when she found herself 
alone iu the little drawing-room, Alfred having 
left for his office, and Henry for his walk; and the 
distresses of the morning were succeeded by a 
delicious feeling of relief. 

Already even, in her drawing-room, which was 
filled with recollections of Armand, she was sur¬ 
rendered unreservedly to her love. The recoveiy 
of her freedom overwhelmed her with joy such ai? 
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the vision of the future could no longer take from 
before her mind. She evoked in thouglit her 
lover’s gaze, she kindled in it that gleam of felicity 
which Avas as the stars towards which her being 
Avas uplifted. 

“I am Hacraficing everything for him,” she , 
thought to Ijpi’self, returning for a moment to the 
impressions of that painful morning; “ but the 
more I sacrifice fur liim the more will he feel how 
mncli I love him. And how I love him! how I 
love him !” she I'cpeated aloud in exultation. She 
looked at her watch “ It is past one o’clock. He 
is t<j wait for me from twelve. What a surprise 
for him if I arrive so soon. For he does not 
expect me immediately.” 

And she hastened to put on her hat, taking a 
thick veil with her at the bottom of her pocket to 
put over her face in the cab. He had the day before 
recommended her to do so. And now she was 
already passing down tlie Rue Saint-Lazare, like 
one walking in her sleep, not daring to look at 
anything around her. It seemed to her that every¬ 
one could see by her figure and gait where she 
was going, and her elation had given place to a 
sort of terror—but a resolute terror, like that of a 
man of courage when on the way to fight his first 
duel—when she ventured to hail a cab in the Place 
de Trinity, 
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“ The Rue de Stockholm,” she paid. 

“ What number? ” asked the man. 

“ I will tell you when to stop,” she replied- 

To get nut of the cab in front of the house had 
just appeared to her suddenly as an impossibility. 
Her hands shook when she fastened on her double 
veil in the vehicle, which began to move forward, 
heavy and slow; at least it seemed to her that 
every revolution of the wheels lasted a minute. 
She looked at the shops in the Rue Saint-Lazare, 
as they filed past, then at the courtyard in front of^ 
the terminus, and the sight of a traveller paying 
his cabman set her searching in her muft‘ in agony. 
What if she had forgotten her purse? No, she 
had forty francs, in small ten-franc pieces. So 
much the worse; she would give one to the man, 
for to wait for the change on the footpath would 
be too much for her. 

All these emotions were painful to her feelings. 
She would willingly have fixed her imagination 
upon her lover—^her lover, for she was going to be 
his mistress. How contemptuous the tones of her 
fiiends at Boiirges used formerly to become when 
uttering these words in reference to some com¬ 
promised woman I Then her nervous emotion 
proved the stronger. 

“ If only he does not guess what it has cost me! 
Ah, may my cowardly fears not spoil his happiness T ’ 
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The cab having meanwhile climbed the begin¬ 
ning of the ascent i)f the Rue de Rome, was tuvri- 
ing down past the wall of a private garden which 
forms the corner of the Rue de Stnekhohn, and 
the driver leaned down from his seat to ask Helen 

I 

where he was to stop. 

“ Here,” she said. 

She got out, and placed the small gold piece in 
the man 8 hand, saying to him : 

“ Keep it, keep it." 

Then she was immediately afraid that he would 
guess why she did not wait for the change, and 
she stopped and busied herself ^vith gazing, with¬ 
out reading it, at a placard affixed-to the wall, 
until she heard the cab wheels rolling away. She 
followed the footpath, lifting her head with a 
throbbing of the heart which seemed to be driving 
her mad. Eight, ten—two numbers more, and 
she had reached the house mentioned in the note. 
She entered the gateway, seeing nothing. She 
passed in front of the porter thinking that her 
limbs would not support her. Hei* feet were 
giving way on the stair-carpet. One more etb'’ , 
Rnd she was at the door of the apartments o/ ^oe 
second floor. 

She leaned against this closed door. Not a 
sound was to be heard on the staircase; not a 
sound came up from the street. She c(»uld hear 
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the beatings of her heart, and instead of ringing 
she remained where she was. She wanted to 
recover a little calmness before appearing in 
Armand’s presence. Why had she come here? 
To make him happy ■ What, then, would be the 
good of letting him see how much she had 
suffered ? Her heart beat less rapidly ; she forced 
herself to smile ; and the thought of the happiness 
she was about to give was already a happiness to 
her greater than her anguish had just been. 

She at last made up her mind to ring. The 
tinkling was succeeded by the sound of footsteps, 
the key turned in the lock, and she sank upon 
Armand's bosom, and W'as immediately drawn into 
a little drawing-room furnished in blue. Flames 
were burning in the fire-place. At the first glance 
Helen saw that there was no bed in the apartment 
She had so dreaded the sight of this on first enter¬ 
ing that she felt an infinite gratitude to Armand 
for having selected their place of meeting in such 
a way as to spare her this initial shock. He, 
meanwhile, had unfastened both her veils, taken 
off her bonnet, compelled her to sit down in an 
arm-chair beside the fire, and, kneeling in front of 
her, was clasping her almost madly, repeating 
again and again: 

“ Ah, my love ! how sweet of you to come!” 

‘ And he gazed at her with eyes maxfe very loving 
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ulth the joy of anticipation that feels certain of tul- 
filmeut, but it was the joy of desire only, for on Key¬ 
ing her smile at him with that easy smile to which 
she had compelled her countenance, in order not to 
displease him, he had just told himself that it way ^ 
not the first time that she had come to a like 
meeting, and a terrible duality had been set up 
within him between his seu8ali(jns and liis 
thouglits. f 

“ She has a fancy for me,” he reflected; “ let us 
take advantage of it. But why have all women 
a mania for telling you that you are their first 
lover ? ” 

His kisses were loosening the locks of her hair, 
which she tried to readjust above her forehead 
with her hand. 

“ Do not be afraid,” he said to her; ‘‘ I have 
thought of eveiythiug.” And he led her through 
the bedroom to the door of a little dressing-room, 
on the table in which were arranged all the 
articles belonging to his travelling dressing-case. 

‘‘ You will be able to comb your hair again,” he 
said. 

“OhI” she said, blushing, “you make me 
ashamed.” 

Just then he had h*d her into the bedroom, and 
as she was taking off the jacket which she wgre 
over her dress, a small object rolled out of her 
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pocket. It was a pocket-comb of light tortoise¬ 
shell, wliich Helen had taken up unreflectingly 
before going out, as she often did. 

“ She thought of that, too,” he reflected. 

Then with loving entreaty: 

“ Be mine,” he asked of her. 

Nay, I am yours," ^^he replied. 

A twilight pie vailed in the apaitment, for Ar- 
niand had already wnloosed the window-curtains, 
and Helen found streugtli to look around her for 
the first time. How fain would she have bidden 
him leave her to herself! And she turned her 
eyes appealingly towards him. He replied by 
clasping her in liis arms, and she was about to say 
to him, “ Go away I ” when she saw in his eyes 
that expression of felicity of which she had so 
often dreamed, and she resigned herself to him, 
with that divine weakness whose sublime flattery 
so few men understand. 

If a woman who loves wishes to be loved in the 
same degree, is it then needful that she borrow 
something from the methods of those creatures 
devoid of true sensibility, to whom their persons 
are but instruments of supremacy, and who 
surrender themselves that they may the better 
possesst Helen did not suspect, while Armand, 
intoxicated with her beauty, was sweeping her 
away in his arms, after subjecting her to a pas- 
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sionate outburst of kisses,—no she did not suspect 
that, at that very moment, this man had just 
found in the absolute submission to his wishes that 
had cost the poor woman so dear, a reason for not 
believing in her. 

“Are you hiipjiy?" she asked of him an hour 
later, lying on his heart, aifd giving lierselt up to 
the languid sensation that follows upon a lover’s 
caresses; “tell me, are you happy ? You see, 
/am.” 

And it was true, for she had just for the first 
time felt an unfamiliar emotion awakening in her 
beneath the caresses of the man whom she loved 
so dearly. 

“Ohl very happy,” replied Armand, and he 
spoke falsely, for reviewing in thought all the 
slight incidents of the fiist meeting—^the smiling 
entry, the presence of the comb, the ready com¬ 
pliance of his mistress, and her burning suscepti¬ 
bility—he said again to himscll that he was cer¬ 
tainly not Helen’s first lover. 

And then, he secretly despised her because she 

had not denied herself to him in detail. The 

evident absence of remorse in the woman seemed 
* 

to him a proof that she had no kind of moral sense. 
He did not tell himself that, if she had manifested 
remorse, he would have treated her as a hypocrite, 
and meanwhile she was speaking to him. 
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“See," she sighed, “as soon as I saw you, I 
loved you. I felt that you had not had your 
share of happiness here below, and it was my 
dream to impart it to you, and to do away with all 
your troubles. There is a wrinkle in your fore- 
liead which I cannot endure. When you asked 
me to be yours and 1 said no, I saw that wrinkle 
between youi‘ eyebrows, there,” she said, kissing 
tile spot, “ and then, when I said yes, the wrinkle 
was gone. That is why 1 am here, and proud of 
being liere, for I am so proud of loving yoin" 

“ How strange it is," thought Armand, “ that no 
woman has conscience enough to say to herself: 

‘ I urn acting disguicefully, lying, betraying; it 
amuses me, but it is disgraceful.’ The cloth on 
the communion-table and the sheet on the bed of 
a furnished room are all one to them. There, 
rny angel, go on witli your romances,” and he 
closed her lips with lasses. “ Ah I ” he thought 
again, “she is very pretty. If only she had 
wit enough to hold Lei tongue 1” 



CHAPTER IV. 

TlJPl cveiiing which Kuccccded to tins day oftevev, 
agoiiv, and Idiss, was spent by Helen in torturing 
and delicious yearning. Is not the regretting of 

one’s happiness the thinking of it again ^ Why 

0 

had she asked her lover not to conn*- to the Rue 
d(; la Rochefoucauld that evening? When 3 ’onder, 
beside him, she had thought that to meet him 
again in her own home after an interval of so few 
hours, would be distressing to her. Now she said 
to herself, wliile working after dinner at her' 
crochet in the little drawing-room, and seated 
in the arm-eliair which Armand usually occupied 
—ves, she said t(* herself with melaiicholv that it 
would bo very sweet if she had him theie, close 
beside Jicr. 

She would toucli her lover's hand sometimes with 
her oWn. She would breathe the faint aroma of the 
scent which slie ha<l asked him to use and which 
was the same as hers. In imagination sh<" grasped 
that enjoymemt at once severe and soothing to a 
woman's soul—the enjcjjment of hearing the lips 
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that have told v<.>u “ 1 love you *’ hetween two 

t ■. 

kisses in the afteniooii, eniplux “Madame” and 
similar formalities to you, so that the must insig- 
uificant phrase brings home the e-liarm of the 
mystery that links yon togetlier. And Helen's 
delicate fingers continued their agile handling of 
the tortoise-shell crochet hook, while Alfred turned 
over the leaves of a book without speaking. 

On her return, she had experienced a bitter 
moment when, meeting lier son again, she had 
been forced to allow little Henry to give lier kisses 
—which she had not returned. Slie had contented 
herself with embracing him, with resting tlie 
child’s cheek against her own, and then she had 
felt that she love<l him even more than before. 
All these diHereiit lands of t*inotioii liad left their 
traces in her iace, which, usually rosy, Avas on this 
evening strangely pale, but of that toned and 
shrouded pal(‘ncs8 that suceecds to complete vo¬ 
luptuousness. 

A halo of lassitude hovered about her eves, a 

•• ' 

softness about her smile, an air t>f suppleness and 
’languor about her entire person, and this lover- 
like appearance lent her such seductiveness as would 
have frightened her had she taken the trouble to 
watch Allred. The latter never turned his eyes 
from her as she bent her tenderly wearied head 
^ver her work* Dressed in white^ as was hej* 
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custom, the faint l»r.>wn tint of her was 

the better seen since she kept them downcast, 
apparently upon her wool, in realilN' upon the 
visions which were rekindling lier soul. Alfred 
reflected with rapture that she was his wife—his 
wife. 

He was more in love with her than ever. Only, 
ever since their settlement at Paris had brought 
with it a separation of rooms, he had felt himsedt 
seij^ed, whenever he longed for her caresses, by 
an emotion wln’eh lie could with difficulty sub¬ 
due. He must ask his Helen to allow him to 
remain witli her, or else enter her room when she 
was in bed. This need of acting, united to the 
torment of pln^sical desire, is so painful to certain 
men, that timid youths experience an almost un¬ 
bearable thr<d)bing of the heart on merely crossing 
the thresliold of those houses in which pleasure 
is sold read}"-made. During the whole of this 
evening, Alfred, although he was satisfied of 
Helen’s submission, endured that emotion whi(‘h 
is not without sweetness, since it renders still 
more perceptible the teeimess of desire. He 
looked at her, and the words which he was pre¬ 
paring beforehand to say to her, caused him a 
sinking of the heart. He kept silence with such 
persistency that the poor woman had almost 
forgotten his existence when she rose to go to 
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her room and hold out her forehead to him, with 
the ^vords: 

“ Till to-iiiorr()W\’' 

“Eh! what! till to-moirow?ho replied, try¬ 
ing to bring his kisB down to her eyes, and lower 
still. She shuddered, repulsed him abru}‘tly, and 
looked at him. In the depths of her husband's 
eyes there. \vas the same gleam of desire the 
reflection of which she had that morning sur¬ 
prised in her looking-glass, while combing her 
hair to surrender it to the hands of the other. 

It W’as an abiupt awakening fiom the dreams 
of that wlnde evening. The palpable sensation 
of physical partition was present in all its hidecnis- 
ness, and as Alfred approached her with a smile, 
and the ■words, “ My little Helen,” she passed 
quickly to the (jther side t)f an easy-ehair, and, 
separated from him, replied: 

“ Do you not see that I am quite ill this 
evening? ” 

She was so pale, and had such a ring of weari-* 
ness about her eyes, that Alfred ^vas moved by 
the sighL 

“ It is the last of my headache,” she continued, 
touching her temple; “ a good night’s rest, and 
it will disappear. So, till to-morrow.” 

She smiled, made a graceful gesture witli her 
band, and left the drawing-room. Alfred, when 



K liOVTn ORIMfl. 


lOx 

alone, could hear her going and coming in the 
adjoining apartment, which was her nwii room. 
He himself occupied a room on the lloor above, 
opening into his study. 

*‘How delicate her health is,” he thouglit 
teiiderly to himsidf. 

“No; never, never 1“*’ said Helen, speaking 
aloud to herself, when her maid had left her; 
and, leaping out of bed, she turned the key in 
b«)th doors. Alfred, who was still in the drawing¬ 
room, sealed l^efore the fire, heard the sound of 
the key turning in the lock. 

“ She is afraid of me, then ? ” he asked himself 
with singular sadness; and meanwhile Helen, 
stretched in bed, was repeating half aloud: 

‘‘Never, never again will I give myself to that 
man.” 

The reality of the situation had just been im¬ 
pressed upon her with frightful clearness. She 
could foresee the daily strife, the dispute for her 
person night by niglit and hour by hour. If 
high life, as it is called, ^vitll its nightly engage¬ 
ments, its facilities for isolation in an immense 
house, and its social pleasures and duties, enables 
a husband and wife, not on good terms with each 
other, to live both side by side and yet apart, 
it is not so with th« )so of the comfortable middle 
class. Conjugal interviews in private are there 
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the rule, social engagements the exception, an«I 
husband and wife meet every moment, and in 
every detail of existence. 

‘‘ Heavens, "what can I do ? ” said Helen to her¬ 
self. Then courageously: “ 1 will find means. 
^It will be so sweet to struggle for him.’* 

Her soul became exalted by the impress of this 
thought, and suddenly she could again taste 
Amiands kisses upon her lijis. All the circum¬ 
stances of their interview showed themselves, from 
the anguish of arrival to that of departure. Ah, 
what a farewell! What a caress was that given 
on the threshold of the door before entering again 
upon life I Then, what a walk through the streets 
with its brutal tumult of passengers, vehicles, trains I 
Armand had remained alone in the little home. 
Ay hat had been his thoughts in presence of the dis¬ 
order caused by her temporary sojourn there, and 
which she would herself have liked to have repaired. 

“ 1 am going to be grateful to my stepmother 
foi making me wait on myself when I was small,*’ 
she said, with her tender gracefulness. 

She knew by heai'say that men usually despise 
women when they have nothing more to obtain 
from them. But her Armand was not like the 
rest, since he had lavished upon her Jiis most 
caressing kisses after their common ecstaoy. “I 
was there,” die reflected; “ it was when I hand left 
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that he jiidfjjed me. Judged?—and how? I 
deceived for his sake, but still I deceived.” Then 
once iimre she saw him, full of such tender pas¬ 
sion, that she fell asleep with a smile at his image, 
and at the thought: 

“ I shall see him to-moiTow.” 

It was at the Theatre dos Varietcs that they 
were to spend together that second evening whose 
hours wore to Helen sweet of the sweet—the only 
tmly rapturous ones of th(»se sad loves. As soon 
as she awoke, she had written her lover an inter¬ 
minable letter, and just as she was about to send 
it, she had rec eived from the young man, who for 
once was faithless to his principles, an almost 
coaxing note. The nervous emotion of the night 
before liad lost its keenness in her, leaving behind 
it an acuter susceptihility of heart with 'wliieh to 
enjoy desired things witlj more of inward thrilling. 
“‘‘Chance willed it that Alfred should breakfast away 
from lu>me, and thanks to his absence the cruel im¬ 
pressions ot the previous evening were not renewed. 
Thus, when she arrived at the d(»or of the little 
* stage-box in the theatre, she was in that delicious 
state of soul in which there is, as it w'cre, an 
inward voice that sings. At siicli moments eveiy- 
thing soothes, just as at others everything wounds. 

It was nine o’clock. Helen was standing then 
in the passage, and while the attendant was 
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relieving her of her cloak hlie did not venture to 
ask whether there waa anyone already in the Ijox. 
The door was opened, her heart throbbed, and she 
perceived Arrnand rising to greet her. How she 
loved him for having got there before hers(‘lf and 
her husband. Once seated, she at last ventured, 
after a few minutes, to look at liim. Ht* appeared 
to her to be rather pale, and slie- felt some 
anxiety about it; but he had such eyes as on his 
good days, those which rekindled all her soul, 
and not those others whose mystery terrilied her. 
What piece were they playing on the stage ? She 
could hear the music of the orchestra, the voices 
of the actors, the applause; but the interest of the 
play turned with her upon knowing whether Alfred 
would leave the box at the next interval. The 
curtain fell. Her happy destiny willed it that 
there should be a family of their acquaintance in 
the house. Her husband went off to speak tc5"‘ 
these ladies. She was alone with her beloved—< 
alone I—and turning towards him she asked : 

Are vou in love Avith me to-dav ? 

ft. ■ 

Armand did not reply, but under pretence of 
picking up his opera*glass, which had fallen to the 
ground, he bent down and took her foot in his 
hand. Through the silk she could feel a clasp 
which caused her to blush and cast down her eye¬ 
lids, as though she were incapable of supporting. 
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the eniution that took uf Iili*. Witii a 

rapid gesture she seized a hoiKpiet eoiiipused of n 
spray of fern a^id a little lily-of-the-vall(\v, which 
the ydliiig baron wore in his button-hoh', and 
slipjied her larceny into her bosom. 

Alfred returned, the cmdaiii rose again, scene 
succeeded to scene, and act to act, but she was 
aware of nothing save of the fact that she was almost 
too haj)py; anti when, on the conclusion of the 
play, Arniand gave her his arm to lead her back to 
a carriage, she leaned upon this arm with that 
absolute blending of motion, which is a surer token 
of love than any other. How gladly slie would 
have hail /u'm to take his place beside her I But 
already he was departing, and slic followed him 
with a prolonged gaze through the crowil. Then 
the carnage extricated itself from the confusion in 
the neighbourhood of the theatre. “ Good-bye, 
my love,” she said in thought, while her husband 
took her hand, ami said aloud to her: 

“ Ymi arc better this evening t ” 

“Yes," she said, freeing her fingers, “but it is 
the excitement of the play. I need rest so mucli. 
I have not slept for the last five nights.” 

' Chazel undeistood only too well what this re})ly 
meant. He remained silent in a corner of the 
carriage. Helen also refrained fiom speaking. 
But a plan had already ripened in her head. The 
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very next day, bmnglit by Alfred himftolf, phe 
would visit their phypiciaii, whose consulting day it 
\Ya8. She would enter the doctor's room alone, 
and relate to him some symptoms or othfr; then 
she would say that the physieiaii forbade all intimate 
relations with her liiisband until further m»tice. 
She w^as t<.»o well aetiuaiuted with the species of 

timid modesty which ruled Alfred not to know that 

•• 

he would pity her without seeking to divine the 
mystery of suireiiiig wdth which she w'ould sliroud 
herself. Sui^ported by this plan—which would 
have been very repugnant to her had it not been 
calculated to assure the security of her happiness 
—with w'hat delight did she suffer herself to be 
overpowered by sleep, by such a sleep as that 
wherein we appear to sleep with clearness in our 
dreams I Wo sice]), and something wakes witiiiu 
us—a happy portion of our spirit—which ceases 
not to be sensible ot the happiness that we shall 
find again to-morrow on our pillow. Du we not 
know that we shall 'learn this happiness unew' by 
merely opening our eyes'? 

But neither on that follt»wiiig inorriing, nor on the 
mornings which eajnu after it during those few 
weeks of first intoxication through w'hich she 
passed, did Helen open her eyes immediately upoU' 
awaking. tFor several minutes she kept her eye¬ 
lids closed, that Armand*s image might return to 
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her perfectly clear and complete before any other 
impression. If the day about to be spent was an or¬ 
dinary one, that is to say, without an aj)poiui ed visit 
to the Rsie de Stockholm, she rose indolently. The 
thought of her appointment was not present to 
make her feverish, and she could think about her 

m 

lover Avithoiit anxiety. 

On the previous evening, before going to bed, 

. she had begun a letter to him, whicli she con¬ 
cluded as soon as she had risen, so that good- 
■ night” and “good morning” might meet upon 
the same scrap of paper—a visible symbol of the 
continuity of her love. Sometimes she fOun^ 
' means to send this letter, sometimes she kept it 
about her, folded in two in her bosom, in order 
to deliver it herself. From Armand she expected 
no reply. He had explained to her the prudential 
reasons on account of which he did not write, 
and in this prudence she had not perceived the 
lack of impulse and politic calculation of a man 
- of gallantry, who foresees approaching ruptures, 
and does not wish to leave any weapon in the 
. . hands of his future enemy. 

!„• fcihe used to close her letter with a seal, cm 
:§ which she had had engraved a serpent in the 
shape of the letter S, because with an S liegan 
; 'Abe name of the street which had been the asylum 
her happiest moments. The laughter with 
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"vvliich Ariuaud luiil greeted this childislmess, Imd 
indeed pained her somewhat, but she had said to 
herself: “ Men have not the same way of loving 
as we have.” Then, her «lear task concluded, she 
addressoil herself to all tlie cares of her household, 
cheerful, and finding no duty irksome. She was 
accompanied throughout her work }>y a phrase 
which she used to repeat in a whisper: “ He loves 
me, he loves me.” Especially did she occupy ^her¬ 
self with her son, wh<»ra she now could Idss with¬ 
out remorse. “No, dear child, I have taken no¬ 
thing from you,” she said to him in hei’ heart, 
and thanks to that power of sophistry chaiac- 
teristic of happy love, she came to think in like 
manner respecting her husband. 

She had never done anything but esteem him, 
and she continued to esteem him as before. Since 
the pretence of the df)ctor's order had freed her, 
from all hateful advances on Alfreds part, she- 
ingenuously extended to him the joy with whicsib^ 
her heart was filled. She no longer made binck; 
any of those bitter replies which, in' connection 
with the pettiest details, betray the unconscioup 
animosity of a woman against the man to whom 
she belongs, and who has not been able to win 
her love. Did he at table utter, as he used to 
do, an idea that was not her own ; did he allow 
an awkward gesture or a clumsy question to 
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escape him, she had no capacity within hoi 
for bouomiiipj angry, all her faculties being em¬ 
ployed ill calculating the hour at which Arinand 
would be with her, and in depicting to herself the 
happiness that his presence would bring lior. 
The liour struck, and Arniand was there. Slic 

m 

felt so fully satisfied that she no limger thouglit 
of watching liiui. He told her that he loved her; 
he proved it to her by sacrificing his life in society, 
the theatres, his club, aud spending as many as 
two or three evenings in the week with her. 
What interest would he have in deceiving licr, 
and how could she do othcrwisi* tlian surrender 
herself to this divine felicity?* 

When the nioiiiing of a day selected for one 
• of their secret meetings arrived, she had iKpt the 
strength to superintend her household. The ex¬ 
pectation ot hajipiness was so keen that it bor¬ 
dered upon pain. On these mornings, as on the 
first of them, she was absorbed, feverisli aud 
prostrate by the fireside, in prolonged reflec¬ 
tion, and in her excess of feeling experienced 
an anguish lliat relaxed to delight when she 
had reached the little suite of rooms in the 
Rue de Stockholm. These were still tho same; 
for having been obliged at tlieir third meetiug 
to take other rooms in the same house, she had 
entreated Armaud to return to the former ones, 
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to those which had witnessed her first intoxication. 

To do this it had been necessary to take the 
lodgings no longer by the day, but by the month. 
'Annand had at first declined to do this, affinning 
that he had good reasons, but in reality because he 
knew by experience how greatly a movable place of 
meeting that is changed on each occasiem facilitates 
ni 2 )tiires, and then—although he was generous and 
rich he felt, ynthout fully acknowledging it to him¬ 
self, that there was rather too great a dilfereiice be¬ 
tween the twenty-five francs that Madame Palmyre 
demanded for an afternoon, and the four hundred 
represented by a monthly hiring. He had yielded 
iii'vertheless, just beoJiuse a small money question 
was involved, and because he thought himself 
shabby for having so much as thought about’ 
it. 

“ It will only last six months after all,” he had 
said to liiriiself. 

But how delighted the confiding Helen had 
been by this concession! What quick work it 
had been with her to transform the commonplace 
rooms into a personal domain to which she brought 
all kinds of dainty feminine objects, slippers into, 
which to slip her naked feet, a lace shawl to: 
throw over her quivering shoulders, a few pieces, 
of material for draping the table and the backs ctf; 
the easy chairS| a frame iu which to place a plio^ ' 
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graph of Arniainl. Sho Imd not siiKpoctiMl that 
each c»f thcKo litth* attentions had had the dou])k* 
effect f)f disquieting De Queriie with respect to the 
difficulty i>f future separations, and of proving to 
him that he had to deal with a lady of experience. 
Like all romantic women, Helen was occupied 
with the subtl(;ties of the voluptuousness common 
to herself and to her lover, as though with an 
anxiety suggested by sentiment. What renders a 
woman of this kind perfectly unintelligible to a 
libel tine is that he, on his part, lias acoust(»med 
himself to separate the things of pleasure from 
the things of the heart, and to taste this })leasure 
amid dt'grading conditions; whereas a woman 
who is romantic and in love, having kiiown 
pleasure only as associated with the noblest 
exaltation, transfers to her enjoyments the reve-’ 
rence whicli slie has for her moral emotions. 

Helen apjiroacheil with amorous piety, almost 
with mystic idolatry, the world of mad caresses 
, and embracings. I’liis piety was centred upon the 
man who had taught her to love, as upon a being. 
above the range of all discussion. It went for 
'* nothing that Aniiand, after the first days of a self- 
. abandonment produced by the novelty uf physical 
possession, multiplied the tokens of his egotism; 
his mistress found the means of loving him the 

t 1 

-• nsiore for them. If he came late to their interview 
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in the Rue de Stdcklinlni, ftla- was so proud of 
having worsted him in the intimate jniist of lo\’e 
ijiat siie was almost grateful to liim for dating so. 

If at the last moment, and merely to suit his own 
eonvenience, lie altcreil the hour of their meeting, 
the gi'iitle woman exjierieneed a further pleasure 
in feeling herself treated hy her worshijjped master 
as a slave, as a tiling wliieli belonged to him, and 
wliieh ho disposed of according to his fancy. 

Was this paving too deai- for tin* ecstasy" which 
she felt in asecnding the siaiiease of the house * 
(ah, how little she eared whether she were looked 
at now !) in hearing the creaking of the key (her 
own key, for she had now one of lier own) in the 
lock, in walking through the three rooms wherein 
abtide the whole of her passionate life, and above 
‘ all in liolding Annand l>eside her, close beside 
her? Evening was falling, the objects about 
them were glowing dim in outline, and she lay in 
his arms, Hsiening to Ihe distant roar of the town, 
the noise of the nciglibouiiiig railway, and, he-’r 
iieath their windows, the circles of little girls 
flinging: “ 11 etait uiie berg^re.” Then she would 
give her lover kisses so tender that he would ask 
her almost with anxiety: 

I 

“■ What have you got to trouble you? " ■( 

“ Why, I have got you,*’ she would reply. 

Abl why, why is passion not contagious? And 
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•irhat a iiioiistroud thiupj it is that of two lovers 
one should be able to toel so much and tho other 
30 little! 

So little! And v<'t the vonnc: man in these 
crafty inlcvviews allowed hiiiiselt to speak to his 

niiatit'sa as thonf]jh he. were ma<lly in love w'itli 

■ 

her. Was it in order to bc'j^uile with talk the real 
drVDORR of his heart ? Was it that thd vibration ot 
his trouble<l nerves was e»niij)leted in phrases as 
full of tenderness as he was lacking in it himself? 
If he had had less power of analysis, he would 
have believed himself in Igve wnth Helen, lor 
when beside her lie was seized with tits of the 
most violent desire. But he knew tli’at once out of 
her presence he would experience nothing but a 
moral aching, an infinite Avean'ness, a sense of the 
uselessness of things, and, to sum up, a Renewal ol' 
that torpor of soul which the fever of the senses 
galvanised without dissipating. As for Helen, she 
drank in every word coming at such moments from 
Armand’s lips, like a liquid that would enable her 
to traverse with intoxication the space separating 
her from the next meefiner. 

It was. nevertheless, in the course of one of 
these talkings on the pill<’>w, he leaning on his 
elbow, and she lying against Lis breast and watch¬ 
ing hii'i, that the first words of disenoha*. tment 
.Irere pronounced—words after which she began 
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to eee her Armfni<l no lt)ntijor through the mirage 
of her dreams, but sueli as lie was, wit the fright^ 
ful, deathly aridity of his soul. 

“Ah, how I sliould like to have a child by 
you I ” she had murmured to him in the middle of 
one of these contemplations—“a ehild who had 
these eyes," and she raised her hand to touch her 
lover's eyelids; “■who had these lijjs," and she 
brushed them with her lingers. “ Jlow I should 
love him! ’’ 

“ I do not wish for it," repin'd Armand. “ I 
should fetd too sad to see Jnm kissing us his lather 
another than myself.” 

“ But that would not be I ” she exclaimed 
“ It could not In* avoided," he replied. 

“ I would go away -witli y»ui,” she saiil, “and I 
slnmld bo forced to do so. Uow could Alfred 
keep me, now that I never give myself to liim ? ” 
While she was uttering these wur<ls, he looked 
at her, thinking to himself: 

“ IShe, too! What strange desire is it that im¬ 
pels them all to give out that they have ceased to 
belong to their husbands? ”* 

And, in spite of himself, he smiled his evil smilci 
the smile with which lie had greeted other analo¬ 
gous confidences made by other lips, and tliis 
smile had always been sufficient to prevent the ‘ 
\v..auen bJid drawn it upon themselves froxoi. 
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retin*ninf 5 to tlio subject. Tlioy have Ruoh facility 
in changing a falsoliood! But Helen, who did not 
speak falsLdy, could endure neither th(j smile nor 
the look which accompanied it. Was it not in 
order that she might never sec tlicm again that 
she had given herself to her lover ? It was the 
first time since then that she’had encountered the dis¬ 
trust which caused her so much pain at the begin¬ 
ning of her connection with Armand, and loyal as 
she was, brave and straightforward, she persisted: 

“Yon do not believe, me c.apable of belonging 
to two men at the same time? Say no, my <lear 
love; say that you have not such an opinion t)f 
me. From the day on which I became your mis¬ 
tress, 1 ceased to be AlCreirs wife.” 

“1 am not jealous,” said the young man; I 
know that you love me.” 

“ Say that you are not jealous, because you are 
sure that I am only yours.” 

“ If you wish it, I will say so,” he replied, ren¬ 
der^ somewhat impatient by her persistence, and 
bein^ especially but little anxious about the pros¬ 
pects of paternity, flight, and drama which Helen's 
sudden words had just opened up before him; and 
such irony was impressed upon his words that tlie 
unhappy woman became silent. 

“He does not believe me,” she thoughtj “he 

4oes not believe me 1 ” 
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On returning home thnt evening, Helen felt sad^ 
even to death. She withdrew to her own room, .• 
and, under pretence of a hcadaelie, went to bed. 
instead of coming down to dinner. She wept much, ‘ 
She could see dimly through her grief what a 
difference there existed botweoi Armand's love 
and her own. “ Ah! ” she said to herself, “ of 
what has he judged me capable? He does not 
love me.*’ And, seized again by the terrible dread 
from which she had suffered on the very evening 
of the day when she had'given herself to him,jij 
she said again to herself: 

“ lie is right. What I am doing is so 'wdcked. 
But he ought to understand thnt it is for his sake,and 
so excuse me.** And she pressed her forehead upoiT 
hiT pillows, falling suddenly, as very impasedoned 
souls do, from extreme felicity into extreme an¬ 
guish. 

This first perception was a very keen one, but it 
did not last. Upon reflection, Helen compared her 
grief with the reason which had provoked it. <(rhe 
sight of the disproportion between cause and ^ect 
eufliced to calm her, the more so that Armand's 
eyes, when they met again, expressed that ardour 
of desire in the fire of which her heart ever ex- 2 
panded* The joung man had quite understood 
the pain oaused to his mistress by hie doubt, aud"^ 
had said to himself: 
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“ Whv tormeut her ? She lies to me in order to 
» 

please me the more, aud I am angry with her fur 
the lie. ’Tis too unjust I ” 

This leasoiimg^ w^hioh was a secret flattery to 
his pride, ha»l the result of jnakiiighini more tender 
towards Helen. But when^ the period of lucidity 
has begun in the case of a heart tliat loves, it di les 
not close so rapidly, aud a few days after tliis first 
shock Helen was to endure a second. 

This time her lovef aud she had met, as they some- 

I 

tinies did, to walk together in one of the avenues 
in the Jardiii des Plantes. Helen was very fond of 
the peaceful, country-like park, with its fine trees 
reminding her of those in the grounds of the 
Archbishop at Bourges. She was especially fond 
of the place where she had been waiting for 
.Armand, the long slender terrace the parapet of 
;Xvhich rmis along the side of the Rue Geoffroy- 
Saint-Hilaire, She sat down on a bench, from 
which she could follow the hands of a large clock 
placed against one of the inner buildings of the 
&6pital de la Piti4. The melancholy courtyard 
of this hf>use of griefs, with its pruned and leafless 
•tr^es, the gloomy bars on the windows, and the old 
(and dilapidated colouring of the walls, pleased her 
im a contrast to the young and happy intimacy of 
' the dear romance of her love. She was sensible of 
deiightfui lethargy in bringing back her thonghte 
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to herself, while the gi’eat oiiiiiibuees went heavily 
down the low street almost beneath her feet. 
Some chiiclreii were playing in the grove of the 
labyrinth, and their shouts reaehed her, causing Jier 
to renew far-off improssious obliterated by the years. 

At last she perceived Armand at tlm end of the 

terrace, and she rose to meet him, prettit'r than 

usual, as she knew from her leaver’s glance, tliunks 

to the contrast between her toilet and the liinnlde 

landscape—between her pink tJumplexion and the 

dark leafage of the cedars. Then they walkt‘dlu 

the* quiet portjon of the gardens, that portion 

which is set aside for plants—near trees two 

hundred years old, whose aged trunks, plastered 

like walls, rested on supports of iron. AVlietlier 

the winter sky were l'*luish or veiled with mist, 

there was always sunshine s<» far as she was con- 

% 

cerned, when Armand was there. 

They were wandering, then, side by side, in 
ope of the avenues of this vast gai’dcn on a dull 
afternoon early in February, and Hel(‘ji was tell¬ 
ing her lover the story of the wife of one of 
Alfred’s colleagues who had just been east off 
by her husliand, on his discovering that she liad 
two lovers at once. 

‘‘ The rest,” said the young man, with his evil 
smile, ‘‘ have them in succession. The difference 
is a slight one.” 
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“ The rest 1 ” said Helen, who suddenlv felt 
again tlie melancholy emotion of the jn-evious 
week; “ you do not believe thai of all women? ” 
Nay, 1 have, no bad opinion of them," }ni 
repli<‘d. “ 1 ludieve that they are w^eak, and that 

men are deeeivers. Tliev liiid nianv men to 

% 

swear that thev love them, and thev hehevo o!ie 

I i 

out of every ten. That njak('N a jnetty fair 
reckoning in tlie end." 

“Then you thiidc thai there is no woman in 
existence who has had onlv one love? ” 

“ Few,” said Ariuand. “ But wl|at does it 
matter { ” he added gaily; “ at each fresh intrigue 
the}’' fancy that they have never .loved before, 
and it is half true, like all truths- ” sy have not 
loved altogether in the saitn* inannc 

A question rose to Helen’s lips. She wished to 
ask: “And I? What do von think me? ih» von 

% V 

believe that I liave loved before you? Do you 
believe that I shall love after you?*' She dared 

ft 

not. Once more she was cruelly impressed by the 
unknown element in her lover’s character, ISTo, it 
was not she Avhom he doubted—not she, more 
than another. The man did not believe m any 
woman. But how is love jioseibh^ without belief? 
Is there any sort of tendiTucsspossible witlumtli ust? 
She did not answer liersclf on these too paiiifnl 
topics, but she prolonged an involuntary analysis 
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of her relations with Armand, and suddenly ligh 
was thrown within her iipon many of the detail 
which she had not interpreted. 

lleflecting upon the distrustful charaoteristio 
which alarmed her in this man, she in a retrospeu 
tive fashion understood the silence with which ot 
certain occasions he had greeted her ouipouniigs 
yhe remembered him listening to her while 8h( 
spoke of her country life, and of her moral soli¬ 
tude. “ I was keeping myself for you beforehand 
without knowing you," she had said. He hac 
made no reply. He had not believed her 
Another time she had talked to him of th< 
future, and of the joy that she felt in thinking 
that they were both young and so had many ye'an 
in which to love each other. He had made nc 
reply. He had not believed her. When she tolc 
him that, but for her son, she w'ould have goni 
far, very far awsgf, that she might consecrate hej 
entire life to him alone, he kepi ralence; he hac 
not believed her. Ah! his incredulity, his hprribh 
incredulity I She encountered it now even in £ 
quite recent past, but where she had not sus¬ 
pected it! Or no, was she deceiving herself 1 
Was it that Arm and had believed in lier so long 
as he loved her, and was beginning to believe ii 
her no longer now that he loved her less I 
Did he love her less I She did not admit for s 
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momeut that he had not l ived her at the 
of their coimection. He was an honourable mail, 
not a love criminal. He would not have asked 
her to be his had he not been drawn to do so 
by all the forces oi’ passion. Then, to explain 
Armand’s incredulity, she reverted to the young 
man’s past, to the mysterious deceptions of which 
her husband had formerly spoken to her. 

“A woman has spoiled his heart,” she said to 
herself. 

At the thought of this she was pained by a 
different pain. She pitied Armand more, and she 
was jealous with a dim, vague jealousy. Then 
she asked herself: 

Will my love ever have power to restore to 
him the faith that he has lost ? ” 

Absorbed as she was in these thouglits, nothing 
of which she expressed to the man wht) was their 
ot)ject, she no longer studied the impression which 
she herself ^)roduced upfm her lover. When 
Armand catne to dine in the Rue de La Rochefou¬ 
cauld, and all three of them—he, Alfred, and herself 
—^I’emained to spend the evening in the little 
drawing-room, she lapsed into abysmal silence. - 
Alfred delighted, as a mathematician, in abstract 
discussions, and set forth social, political, and 
‘economic theories to the young baron, who lis¬ 
tened to him with visible weai-iness depicted upon 
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his features. Then a niomont would come when 
Helen, emerging from her reflections, looked at 
him. 8he this expression of weariness, and 
failed to comprehend its inimediato and trifling 
cause. “He is imt happy with me," she would 
say to heisclf, and immediately afterwards, witli 
even greater simplicity, Ho is not hajipy." So 
she reflected, she who had given hoist'lf tc» him 
to obliterate a wiinkle of luelaiieholy upon his 
brow, slie whose thouglits and feelings had but a 
single aim : his happiness! 

At other times, Armand would come, and at the 
first glance she discerned that while away Irtim 
herself he had jiassed through periods of sadness. 
Then she felt quite paialysed. She trembled to 
speak to him, k* utter a word tliat, eoiniiig from 
her lips, would displease him. An indefliiable un¬ 
easiness took possession ot lioi, a fear ot showing 
her soul to the man she loved, that was all the* 
more painful, for the fact that she had at lirst 
surrendered herself with such deep delight to 
the charm of feeling aloud in his presence, and 
this uneasiness with her now went even to their 
interviews in the Rue de Stockholm. 

It was not that in the little home she would find 
her lover less distracted with her beauty, less 
passionate tlian in the days which had followed 
' tipou the complete surrender. But his kisses, and 
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the sort of frenzy with which he embraced her 
now, made her afraid. She dreaded to feel the 
contrast between the ecstasy caused t(j her lovei 
by physical possession, and the eviflent weariness 
of soul which he displayed in their almost daily 
interviews. It seemed as though the young man 

m 

were striving to electrify his lieart with the desire 
for her person. When blelen perceived this cruel 
truth, the enchantment of the hours of meeting 
suddenly ceased. Sometimes she longed fur these 
meetings with the gloomiest ardour, that she 
might at least hear her lovers voice lavishing 
upon her those phrases of intoxication which, at 
the beginning of their intercourse,’ had been the 
adorable music that had exalted her. Then slie 
dreaded these same interviews, and their caresses 
into which the senses perhaps entered more tlian 
the heart. 

“Ahl my Armand,** she had vcntuied to say 
to him, “you love my person more than you love 
myself.” 

“Nay, do you not give yourself to me in 
giving me your person ? ” he had replied. 

Heavens I how gladly wouht she have asked 
him: “ And you, do you give yourself entirely to 
me?” 

She had paused upon this question. Why in¬ 
terrogate him ? Did she not know that ho would 
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coax her with these soft blandishmeutR of speech 
which do not reveal the depths of the heart s 
Would sho succeed in deciphering the meaning 
this living enigma of a mail's cliaracter, set thus 
before her for weal or woe ^ Cruel heart! vv«iul(l 
it never yield her its secret ? Kisses, however, 
may be more tender than he who gives them, 
soft looks may conceal a soul like a veil—and she 
was so thirsty for truth! 

But whence came all this moral anxiety that 
preyed upon her ? Nothing had to all appearance 
occurred between them, and already she was 
alternately asking herself: 

* “Does he love me as much as at first? Does 
he love me ? lias he ever loved me ? Can he love 
me?” 

And every minute slni struck upon some trifling 
fact that heightened her doubt. She ceaseleasly 
encountered that mistrust whicli degraded her, 
that irony which bruised her, that dryness of 
heart which reduced her to despair. 8ome of 
their friends from Bourges would amve in Paiis, 
and Allred would say to De Querne; 

“ Do not come to-morrow evening; you %vould 
be too much bored. We are having stime ac¬ 
quaintances from the country.” 

<*Wheii I jam going to be in your way,” the 
young man would say to Helen next day, “ why 
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do you not give me iiotieq j’-ourRelf, iiiRtoad of 
doing it through your lawbund ? ” 

“ To be in my way? ” she would ask. 

“Oh! why deceive me? Yon have laid some 
flirtations over there for which you I »lush here. Yi»n 
do not want me to verify your familiarity with 
this mail or the othei*. But what can that siii'iiifv 
to me since you did not know me? What does 
signify is to see you dee«*iving me.*' 

Dec('iving! always deceiving I This word re¬ 
curred in Arniand’s cuiiversations—indofatigahly; 
she read it in his eyes, his gestures, his thouglits. 
Did she find licrself obliged at the last moment 
to fail at one of their meetings in the Kue de 
Stockholm, she knew that he would not believe in 
her excuse. But a man of that kind—no, such a 
man cannot love. 

“Ah, love me, love me!” she would murmur 
feverishly as she diew closer to him after passing 
through one of those crisis of anguish in which 
she had felt how little her lover s heart belonged 
to her. 

“ Why, I do love you,** he would reply, without 
understanding the agony of which this agony was a 
last sigh. She understood that the word had n ot the 
same significatioh to him as to her, and the whole 
of the,inward tragedy whereof she was the silent, 
grief-striokeu heroine, burst forth onft frightful 
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<lay. Like a (‘.aptiye who, during his sleep, has 
been Ixnind by his conquernrs to a corpse, and 
awakes t(^ discover hiimaelf chained to this horrible 
congipanif)!!, she found herself, a living heart, a 
heart susceptible to love, and liappiness, and life, 
fastened to a coii)se-liko heart, icy, movolcss— 
slain 1 

When the reality of this came before her, she 
quickly lluug herself back. All that slu* luid be¬ 
lieved genuine was deceptive, all that she had be¬ 
lieved full was empty; but she would nrd acknow¬ 
ledge this to herself. She treated as chimeras those 
almost indefinable tokens which enable a tor¬ 
mented soul to penetrate another to its remotest 
depths. She loved Armand, and slie wished to 
love him. Was not her entire life staked now on 
this card? It was only four months since she had 
become his mistress. What I four such short 
months! It is a horrible thing that in so short 
a time one can pass, without any visible shame, 
from the sublimest hope—that of making amends 
for all the injustice in a man*s destiny—^to the 
bitterest conviction of impotence. Scarcely four 
months, and he was not happy, nor was she. Would 
she never again ascend the incline down which 
she felt herself falling! ' 

She cauglit glimpses of the future with uncon¬ 
querable anguish. Ah, if it were true that he 
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could not love, what wouM become of hoi*. Slie 
now existed ouly through him; she could uot exist 
otherwise. And he seemed to have no suspicion 
of the crisis of sorrow through which she was pass¬ 
ing. It was her own fault; wiiy did she md 
show him all her souU That again she was un- 
able to do. Would she ever be able? And when 
her grief caused her excessive suffering slie mur¬ 
mured: “Strange being, ^vhy hav(‘ T loved you'^ 
\nd nevertheless T cannot regret that 1 have done 



CHAPl’ER y. 
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Alfrep Cttazel had been quite aware that a 
niTsteiiniiH di-aiua was beinp^ played in his houHO- 
hold. He had been S(*nfiible of it, dimly at fiiRt. 
It baa not been Riifliciently remarked how much 
the peculiar nature of imap'Tiatitui, when developed 
by the habits of the mind, prevails over sensibility 
itself, and modifies it. Alfred had an altogether 
mathematical intellect, very skilful in abstract 
reasonings, very unskilful in the perception of the 
real. He was as little acquainted with his wife’s 
character after several years of married life as he 
had been on the day when be fell in love with her 
during a visit to Monsieur de Vaivre. But it was not 
only Helen’s soul, with its depths, and complexities, 
and singularities, that was unknown to him; it 
was her whole life. Just as he had accepted the 
principles of conduct of the middle class to which 
he belonged, so had he accepted its ideas; and to 
the credi^t of the French provincial middle class if 
•must be thet their morals are, relativel;jf;. 
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speaking, very pure. The meu have, perhaps, in 
their youth low pleasures. But the married women 
who cause themselves to be talked about are im> 
mediately pointed at in such a way that the 
number of them is very small. 

Alfred had on this point preserved the impres¬ 
sions received in his own fainily, impressitjus which 
no e\[)eiieuce had corrected ; for very cliaste men 
are like very virtuous women, and no one rej^oscs in 
them those ctmfidences which illuminate the un¬ 
clean depths of life, the gn/ssncss hidden beiieatlj 
eeutiiiiental phraseology, th(* scusmil egotism dis¬ 
sembled beneath tlie liypocvisy of pretences. The 
notion of suspecting Helen of haviiig’a lover could 
no mure occur to him than the notion of suspecting 
her of theft or forgery, and much less the noti<uj 
that she had for hjver De Querne, his own com¬ 
panion in childhood. 

Towards tile latter he entciduined a feelijig i>l 
friendship all the more intense that there was 
blended with it an element of admii'ation. When 
they were studying on the same form at school, he 
used to look at him, and tlie refinement of Ar- 
maiid's manners, liis beauty, liis intellect, his halo 
of social superiority, inspired him with a sort of 
fetichism. Himself so modest, so hard-working, 
so akin to the people, he had vaguely considered 
his friend as a being of a somewhat different 
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species; and when a very clear vision of a differ¬ 
ence of this kind produces neither hatred nor envy, 
it gives birth to an almost blind enthusiasm. 
Never had Chazel judged De Querne. He had 
' become so habituated to taking liim as he was, 
that he did not even ask himsoll’ what maimer of 
friendship Armand was giving him in return for 
his own. When they had separated, and the 
young baron used to send about two hastily scrib¬ 
bled pages in reply to the interminable letters from 
his old companion, the latter would.say to him¬ 
self: 

“ Armand is very fond of me, but it is wearisome 
to him to write. It is only natural. He is such an 
agreeable fellow, and so much sought after; and 
this was all the complaint of an excellent heart 
that was ever deceived by a trifling exhibition of 
sympathy. 

At eveiy visit that he paid to Paris he met with 
the same reception from Armand—a clasp of the 
hand, an invitation to luncheon, to dinner, to 
the theatre. These tokens of comradeship, at 
once indifferent and cordial, appeared to him 
proofs of loyal affection. Not having observed 
Armand any more than, once married, he was to 
pbserve his wife, he could not measure the depth 
of the abyss which from year to year yawned stO' 
wider between his old classmate and himselfl 
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knew not how to recognise the visible signs of 
radical indifference ; the absolute dumbness of .the 
young baron respecting himself, liis looks of inat- 
‘teuti(ni (luring their conversations. 

While Alfred, for example, was detailing to him 
the beginnings of his love for Mademoiselle de 
Vaivre, the innocent privacies of his furtive wooing 
and his hopes, Ariiiand would smoke a cigar, and 
think of the loves which had crossed his own life, 
•femid all the studied elegance and corruption which 
at Paris make a woman of pleasure so complex a 
thing, an (jxtreme attained in the art of refining 
upon voluptuousness. He could by anticipation 
see in the young girl loved by his friend an awkward 
and undesirable creature, with red hands, badly- 
made dresses, and white stockings. 

Like all men in whom the source of sensibility 
is not flowing and rich, he discovered pretexts" for 
disgust in the trifles of petty external fact, and 
he involuntarily despised Chazel for not being 
^disgusted like himself. This contempt, was even 
'SO continuous, that it prevented him from looking 
seriously on the life of this worthy student, this 
'prize of social excellence, as he used to call him 
in his absence.^ The astonishment caused him 
;^by Helen’s distinguished appearance, had merely 
"prompted him to say to himself below lus 
jksath: 
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"It’s only ninnies like him that ever get hold 
of such a woman as that.” 

Alfred had trembled to ' know the judgment 
-passed by his friend upon, his wife, and had- 
been enraptured to find that she pleased him. 

. Armand’s constant presence in their home, after 
they had settled at Paris, caused him intense joy. 
He became still more attached his friend, be¬ 
cause he appreciated tlje wopaan ^le himself loved 
so dearly, and to the latter because' she appreciate4^ 
liis friend. 

I 

“ 1 knew he would please you,” he used to say 
ingenuously to his wife. ‘‘He is such an affec¬ 
tionate fellow, for all his sceptical ways.” 

And he would tell her how, in the days of 
their early youth, the elder Chazel had been in' 
want of ten thousand francs to pay a hrojiher’s 
debts, and how Armand had immediately lent 
them. ) 

I 

For the first few months Helen listened tp these 
praises with brilliant eyes, and a happy soull; she i 
found in them reason for loving still more th« mau 
she lo'^S^ed. Since she had been the young man’s 
mistress, these s£une praises darkened her coun¬ 
tenance as they wounded her love. Did not \th© 
husband’s trust degrade the lover? If Alfreds 
ingenu(nis sensibility discovered in this sign, ^s 
well as in many others, a metamorphosis in 
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wife’s character, ho was incapable of disocrninp; 
its secret cause. It wa.s just this too delicate 
sensibility which rendered it intolerable to him 
to think continuously of evil instincts, disj^racofnl 
actions, treacheries. There is hardness of heart 
in all distrust. The admission of evil tortured 
Olnizel, and he forced "himself not to think 
about it. 

What, however, was the matter with Helen, 
for she was not the same? He had be^im by 
believing her seriously ill, after the visit to the 
doctor, which had passed off as Helen had fore¬ 
seen. He had accompanied her, had waited in 
the drawing-room of th(* celebrated practitioner, 
who was a friend of Armand’s, and had afterwards 
been too modest to ask her fof any details. He 
was^one of those men who shroud the feminine 
nature in a deep veneration, to whom the matters 
relating to the sex are confined within inaccessihle 
mystery, who havo never looked upon complete 
nakedness. Let him who will iec(»ncile women’s 
pretensions to refinement with the profound con¬ 
tempt which most of them feel f(»r such men, 
while the purest have in them a shglit weakness 
towards the wicked fellow who has seen and done 
everything. Everything? They do not know 
what this is, and they <lream about it. 

Although deeply in love with Helen in the 
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physical meaninp;* of the term, Alfred had fonndi 
a species of pleasure in sacrificing to the require¬ 
ments of a health so dear, pleasures which she 
had never shared; hut having scarcely any poirtts 
of comparison, he had come to dream no more. 
Yes, this renunciation was sweet to him—sweet 
and yet useless, since Helen’s countenance was 
shadowed every day, and she was evidently suffer¬ 
ing. When Alfred saw her absorbed in indefinite 
silence, when he was aware of the thinness and 
paleness of the cheeks that he had known so 
full and rosy, he gave way to unexpressed 
pity. 

“What is the matter with her?” he would 
then ask himself. “What if she is in serious 
danger, and darefe not tell me, that she may not 
make me anxious ? ^ 

The result of these reflections was that his 
ingenuousness and tnistfulness prompted him to 
venture upon exactly the same procedure that 
would ha\e bepn dictated to him by suspicion. 
Helen had thought it necessary to speak to him 
on several occasions of fresh visits to the doctor,, 
in order to avoid further attempts at intimacy. 

“ Well,” said Chazel to himself, “ I will go to . 

I 

the doctor; ” and one afternoon towards the end 
.of that winter he again found himself, this time 
alone, in the waiting-room, an apartment furnished^^' 
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like a irmsetini with that wealth of knick-knacks 
which is characteristic of modem interiors. 

The French windows opened upon the garden 
of the old house, the ground-floor of which was 
occupied by Dr. Louvet. The latter belonged to 
that generation of society scientists who visit the 
hospital in the morning, receive their clients in 
the afternoon, and find means to be as witty as 
idlers in a drawing-room at teii o’clock in the 
evening. Further, they are intelligent enough to 
prepare for the prolonged waitings of their fair 
patients an adornment wherein the latter may find 
something of what they have left at home, and an 
aspect of things similar to that to wliich they have 
been accustomed. Alfred involuntarily felt uncom¬ 
fortable in this vast room which, with its tapestries 
and wainscotings and pictures, appeared to be 
intended rather for lordly receptions than for the 
use of suffering humanity. 

He experienced a feeling of relief on entering 
the doctor’s room, in which there was nothing but 
books—a contrast skilfully contrived by Louvet, 
^ who was as able in stage management as he was 
excellent in diagnosis. He was a man still young 
and very fair, with a face that suggested some¬ 
what the traditional type of the Valois, and dark 
eyes of singular penetration. He was slight and 
pale, and when he placed his finger against his 
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temple—a familiar gealnre nf hia which was iv> 
produced in a tine i)ortrait, by Niltis, that hung; in 
the room—he presented a strange blending of ex¬ 
treme delicacy and studied posture, which women 
especially found imposing. 

“How is Madame Ohazel?” he asked in the 
}M)lished and detached tone wliich he always 
idfected. 

“ Well, doetbr,” said Alfred, “ it is precisely 
about her health that 1 liave come to cjmsult 
you.” 

“And why has she not come herself?” askial 
the physician. 

“ She d(K's not even know of tlie step I have 
taken,” replied the husband. “ She causes me 
much anxiety. You know how she is wasting 
away; you Jiave seen her several times lately.” 

Doctor Loiivet listened in the attitude of his 
portrait, with his eyelids half closed. Although 
he was completely mastt'r of himself, as became a 
man accustomed daily to receive the confidences 
of many persons d(‘prived of h 5 ’p<.)Ciisy by the pre¬ 
sence of danger, lie was unable, on heanng theset 
words C)f Chazefs, to restrain a movement of his 
eyelids. Rapid as was this movement and the 
glance which accompanied it, it could not escajje 
poor Alfred, whose whole powers of attention 
were at thgt i^otgeut oogeentrated upon 
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doctor’s face. Why did that p^lance cause him 
a little shiver, and tempt him to ask: 

“ When have V(Ui seen my wife? ” 

But it. was a question impossible to put. More¬ 
over, the physician was already making his reply. 

“When Madame fjhazel did me the honour t(» 
consult me last”—and this-word expressed both 
everything and nothing-r-“she appeared to me to he 
suffering more particularly iu*the nervous system.” 

And he entered into lengthened details re¬ 
specting the deli cay c'jf the feminine organisation, 
dwelling iipmi the contrast between the life to 
which his patient had been accustomed in the 
country ami the life of Paris. Lacldng in observa¬ 
tion as Alfred might be, his habit of reasoning 
with precision forced him to recognise the vague¬ 
ness of this Talk, and he asked somewhat heed¬ 
lessly : 

“And you have no observation to make t<ithe 
husband?” 

“None,” replied Loiivet with a half smile, 
“ unless it be to spt)il our dear jiatient a good deal 
and to c,f)iitradiet her as little as possibh*.” 

Alfred’s heart sank within his breast, and while 
the livened servant, who waited fashionably in the 
physician’s anto-chamher, was assisting liim to put 
on his tjvercoat, he was already l)eing gnawed by 
thought; 
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“ Helen has deceived me. It was not the doctor 
who ordered her to live apart from me. She has 
come to have a horror of me; but, what have I 
done to her? ’* 

What had lie done to her ? ^ A deep melancholy 
took possession of him from the time of this visit 
to Louvet, of which he was very careful not ti> 
speak. What was the use of adding another pain 
to those which Helen already felt? For she suf¬ 
fered, as he could see—but why ? Ingenuously he 
made it his study to find out the wrongs tliat he 
had done her. What frightened him most was 
that he could almost palpably feel the whole 
mystery in his wife’s character. Tiiis is one of 
the most cruel trials that can come to a loving 
husband. When she was beside him, and alone 
with him, drawing out the stitches in her tapestry, 
he used to look at her and ask himself of what she 
was thinking. 

Of what? All his superiority of education 
availed him nothing in the presence of this silent 
creature whose mere presence troubled him in so 
obscure a hishiou. The desire of her person, a 
desire the satisfaction of which he was incapable 
of demanding as a right, paralysed him witli a 
sort of nervous suffering whicb, united to natural 
timidity aiid to the anxiety respecting tliis increas- 
iiig paleness, was growing into a veritable torture. 
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And then, when Armand ariived in tho middle of 
such a sileneA*, a comparison was inevitably 
instituted on Alfred’s part between liis friend's 
easy manners and his own constraint, and 
especially between the difficulty which he hnind 
in talking to Helen md the abundance of wonls 
that came to the Baron de Querne. Helen, too, 
appeared to make the same comparison, for in 
Armaud’s presence she took an interest at once in 
what was being said. 


These visits gave Chazel an uncomfortable feel- 

* * . 

ing; he experienced a vague impression that he 


was in the way in his own house. He had several 


times remarked when it was he himself who in¬ 


terrupted a Ute~a~Ute between Armand and his 
wife, that the conversation suddenly ceased on 
his arrival; he recognised this by the brightnesfi 
in Helen s ej’es. On such occasions, that he might 
not give way to the vexation which he felt, he 
used to engage in those already mentioned ab¬ 
stract disquisitions. He saw that his old comrade 
had become more of a friend to his wife than to him¬ 


self, he was hurt by it, he reproached himself 
for feeling hurt, and by the mere fad that he 
reprfuiched himself, refleeted about it. 

He thus grew accustomed continually to unite 
.the thoughts of his fnend with that of his wife. 
But when we depict to ourselves simultanoously 
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the images of two living persons, it is not long 
before we tk-pict tlicni acting upon each other, and 
in spite liiinself Alfred came to consider the relii- 
tioiis winch united Armand to Helen. To ascertain 
the cause of his wife’s suiFeriiig he had proceeded 
by elimination, instinctively studying as a problem 
jlie data that lie possessed coneeriiing her, ami 
every time that he dwelt upon the mysteny, In 
always struck upon a thought which he used to 
drive away, and whicli came back again. At 
otlier times he asked himself whether she liad 

I 

not ct)nfided the reason of her’grief to De Querne, 
was on tlie point (»f quostkming Jiis friend, and 
then abstained from doing so. 

“ It would not be delicate,” he thought to liini- 
sclf ; “if she says nothing to me, she has her 
reasons ft»r it.” 

One day, however, he saw her so pale, so down- 
c'iist, that he took courage. i 

“You arc suffering, ll<*1en,” he said; “will yon 
find a better friend than 1 am to whom to confide 
your tnuibles, whateveu they may be? " 

“N.iy, 1 havi* no troubles,” she had replied, 
and she spoke falsely once more. 

Why were her eyes then filh^d witli that 
moisture which speaks of suppressed tears? Ah! 
it was because the loving kindness of her husband 
wt^s a torture to her in her torture, were it only 
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by its contrast to the frigirlity of another man, 
the memory of whom was then* passiu^^ tlirough 
her heart. Why did the same memory pass at 
the same moment through Alfred’s imagination ! 
She, however, kept tliis memory before her mind, 
while he repelled it. 

“Helen,” he said to himself, “is an honourable 
woman. Amiand is an honourable man. What 
right should I have to insult them with suspicion ^ 
He takes an interest in her; did I not desire that 
it should be so? She is attached to him—and 
why not? Can tliere not be honourable friendship 
between a man and a woman?” 

Sucli were the habitual reasonings by which 
Alfred sought to stifle tlie growing viper of sus¬ 
picion. But the more ho reasoned in this way, the 
more his suspicion augmented, since by reasoning 
about his distrust he thought about it, and in con¬ 
sequence rendered it more present to his mind. 
He was striving against these inward thoughts 
one afternoon of that same month of February, 
when returning on ibot from the Orleans ternimus, 
whither a piece of duty had led him. The weather 
was line, the pale, fresh azure of the cool winter 
days was floating over Paris, and although it took 
him out of his way, Alfred entered the Jardin des 
Plantes, in ordc.r to enjf>y his walk a little. At a 
turning in uno of the main avenues of the garden, 
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his heart beat more quickly, for walking slowly 
under the bare trees, aud talking together in an 
absorbed fashion, he had just perceived a woman 
who had Helen’s figure aud a man with the figure 
of Arm and. 

Yes, it was indeed they. He knew so well his 
wife’s easy gait, and that other somewhat lagging 
step which reiniiided him of so many strolls in a 
college quadrangle, not very far from this spot. 
But why was he seized with acute pain at this 
meeting? What could be more natural than that 
Helen should walk thus with Armand, what more 
natural or more innocent ? Do people who wish 
to do wrong come in this way into a public 
garden? They were not even arm-in-arm. Yes, 
but why had not Helen mentioned at luncheon 
that she 'was going to walk with Armand? Did 
she not know that he would think nothing of it? 
Hiding from him ? Why? 

“ I will go up to them,” he thought. I will 
speak to them, aud soon see whether she is confused. 
But no; it 'would look as though I had followed 
them. Perhaps they have met by chance? What 
if I were now to follow them ? ” 

The thought of such espionage sickened him. 

They were still walking in front of him in that 
vast avenue which runs beside the bison enclosure 
and the bear-pits. Overhead, the gigantic trees 
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curved their naked bouf^liK, the Idackness of which 
stood out sadly against the blue sky. Chazel felt 
his limbs sh.aking beneath him, and sank upon a 
bench. He told himself that he must either look 
upon this meeting as a most natural thing, and in 
that case it was childish not to speak to his Avife 
and her friend, or else—and itAvas just this second 
hypotlu'sis AA^hose sudden thrusting into his mind 
paralysed him. 

“ All,” he said to himself, ‘‘ wjII be exphiined on 
her return.'’ 

% vSome minutes })ass(*d uAA'ay in this anguish and 
irresolution. TIjc couple disa])peared in the direc¬ 
tion of the little hill that leads to the labyrinth. 
Chazel Avas almost liajipy at their disappearance. 
It provided him with a pretext for not acting im¬ 
mediately. And, in fact, he Aveiit out of the garden 
by the opposifo gate, saying to himself, in Aundi- 
cation of the impotence of will to Avhicli he had 
just fallen a Auctim, that it Avas, moreoA^er, Jthe 
surest Avay of arriAung at a certainty. If Helen 
spoke to him in the evening about this walk, the 
walk was, as he believed it to be, innocence itself. 
If not^but what sort of ideas was he agaiu taking 
into his head? 

The shock had been so groat that, instead of re¬ 
turning home, he walked about for part of the 
afternoon. The advent of the moment Avhen he 
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Would see liis wife again was now what he desired, 
and at the same time what he most dreaded. He 
was on the point of turning Lack and entering tlie 
garden again, but it was too late. 

He stepped upon the deck of one of the boats 
ibat ply on the Seine, and there, mingling with 
the crowd of low'd’ middle-class folk, he watched 
the water breaking a,gainst the aiclu^s, and shat¬ 
tering against the quays, the construction of which 
he mcchaiiicallv examined; and he followed with 
his gaze the huge lighters, with the clean little 
painted Jiouses standing in the centre. The ail*’ 
became keen, but lie did not md.ic(' it until he had 
reached Aiiteuil. He landed uinler the viaduct, 
amid the din of the fair which every afteriumn 
attracts such a strange tribe of prostitutes and 
their followers. He returned on foot along the 
interminable parapet. His anguish w’as so great 
that he could n(»t remember having ever experi¬ 
enced anything analogous to it. Ilis heart was 
paining him in his left breast, so that it seemed as 
though Infeath would fail him. Night was falling 
fast, the winter night, whoso oncuining is so melan- 

i 

choly. The death struggle of the light is so cruelly 
like the ag(»ijy of thought! 

Here ho was at last at his uw'u street, in his own 
courtyard, in front of his own do(»r. He did not 
ask whether his wife had letoned, but ho went 
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?<trrtight to her room, aad knocked nujdestly. 
Helen’s clear voice said, "‘Come in.'* He was in 
her presence, and involuntarily ho looked at her 
feet. She still wore her walking botds, witli that 
trifle of dust on them which sliows Ihcat a woman 
has gone on foot. All! how ho would have liked 
to queslion her! But instinctively he grasped 
that which constitutes llie powerlessness of all 
jealousy; what is tho use of entering, with 
a woman who is mistrusted, upon a dismission 
turning upon this very inistrust t Slie will not 
destroy it by saying “No,” seeing that thoie is no 
belief in her. 

“Where do you come from so late?** Helen 
asked tranquilly. No, never liad a being eapalile 
of falsehood such betaulil'ul eyes, and such a beau¬ 
tiful smile. 

“Guess,” he said, with more calmness, yim 
was, no d(jubt, going liorsclf to tcdl him of hei 
walk, and as she was silent he went tin: 

“From Auteuil. I walked because I did n(»1 
leel well. And you?’* he questioned, with an 
anxiety grown terrible once more. 

“ 1 have been shopping,” she replied. 

Ahl why had he not the courage to tell her that 
she had just uttered a falsehood? He sat down 
with the sharp point buried still deeper in his heart. 
She let the conversation drop, and resumed her book. 

K 
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“A frightful novel that MoiiKieur Do Queriie 
lout me,'* she said. “ It is the story of a woman 
who deceives her lover, and does so while lovdiig 
him. Authors don’t know what to invent now*a- 
days.” 

Tier eyes shone as she uttered these words. She 
liad pronounced the word “ lover ” with an intona¬ 
tion which distressed Alfred. She seemed to im¬ 
part a mysterious depth to those two syllables. 
All! he would hav^e given his blood at that 
nic^ment to have her speak to him of her walk! 
After all, she had perhaps attached no importance 
to her reply. But neither then, nor at dinner, nor 
during the evening that followed, did she breathe 
a word about it About ten o’clock, Armand 
arrived in his dress coat; he was going out after¬ 
wards. She received him with the words: 

You have been quite well since yesterday?'* 

Ah, the deceiver 1 the deceiver! 

Alfred had seated himself at the corner of a 
table under the pretence of having some papers to 
examine, and fiom time to time he watched them 
couversiug, those two beings whom he loved best 
of all the world. Was it possible that a criminal 
mystery united tliem, and at the expense of him-, 
selt, whom they had betrayed? This Armand, 
^\bom ho Lad seen playing in his schoolboy dress- 
had ho been his brother he could not have loved 
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him more. What nobility of brow I what grace of 
gesture I And this was the mau who was a villain, 
for to deceive such a friend as himself was ^dllainy. 

And she, with her medallion-like profile, with 
her m«)de8ty and proud reserve I No; it was Jie, 
Alfred, who was losing _ his senses. A walk 
in a garden — what could be more innoceut ? 
Perhaps—^for he knew that slie was charitable, 
and so did Armand—yos, perhaps, they were both 
going to visit the pom*. But, then, why this reti¬ 
cence V why this deception? And why did he 
himstdf keep silence ? To this ho could have, given 
no reply, except that speaking was beycjiid his 
strength, just as acting had lately been. 

And Armand and Helen conversed with tran¬ 
quillity. He listened to their voices uttering 
words of unconcern, and all his dim suspicions, all 
Ids repressed doubts, came back simultaneously to 
his bouL 



CHAPTER VI 

When Alfred Chazel had Raid good-niglifc to Helen 
as usual and was left alone, he began to suffer 
with an intensity of which he himself could not 
have believed himself capable. He had now no 
lunger any need to discuss the fact. His wife had 
lied to him. The clearness of this simple fac;t pro¬ 
strated him. He could hear her say in that voice 
whose slightest inflections he knew so well: 

How liave you been since yesterday V* 

I’he last four syllables rang pitilessly in his ear 
and to the depth of his heart. He had just lust, 
never, never again to recover it, complete trust in 
that gentle voice, in these beloved eyes. There* 
ore no such things as petty insincerities; a person 
who has once deceived may always deceive. The 
perception of this natural law, the same percep¬ 
tion which had prevented Arm and from bel^ving 
in Helen, wajs tortming Alfred at this moment. 
Liar I Liar! When he came to the utterance ot 
this word, he gave forth an outbreathing of grief 
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a8 he paced to aod fvo about his study, to which, 
as often of an evening, he had withdrawn. 

On one of the walls was displayed a h>ng black¬ 
board, covered with a medley of algebraical for¬ 
mulae. Between the tw(» windows stood a white 
wooden table constructed so as to facilitate wiitiiiir 
in a standing position. Another low table, in¬ 
tended for coiTesponih‘nce; a l)<*()kcase tilled with 
tall mathematical volumes; engraved likenesses of 
Lagrange, Fresnel, Cauchy, and Laplace; a 
leathern divan, and a carpet, completed the fiir- 
^jiture of a room, the abstract, peaceful aspt^et <)i' 

* 

%vhich presented a stiango contrast to the di^i- 
turbed countenance of the man who ’was walking 
about in it at that moment; and the contrast 
symbolised only too well the drama that was be¬ 
ing enacted in the existence of a man born for 
study, for prolonged and painful thought, for 
‘ labour, and constrained to action by the 

sudden revelation with which he had just been 
visited. 

Yes, the neces.'^ity for action was jiresent and 
’ inevitable, 'fo rest at tlic suspicion which was 
fe^tomieiitiiig him at that moment was what he could 
aot do—neither morally, without losing self-respect, 
iHOr physically, for the pain of it was too great. 
‘As he raised his head with a gesture of despair, 
eyes encountered the board; he perceived the 
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pigna of hia calcnlatioDR traced in chalk with 
that absolute equality of lettering, that absence of 
thick and thin strokes, which imparted an appear¬ 
ance of incomparable lucidity to his writing. The 
sudden sight of this changed the current of his 
grief. 

“ Let us reason out the thing,” he said aloud, and 
involuntarily he recovered for subservience to his 
passion all the methodical habits contracted by 
his intellect. ‘’•Yes,” he went on, “let us reason 
it out.” 

He sat down beside his fire in an easv-chair, 
and, with his forehead resting upon his hands, 
gathered together all his thoughts, which were 
not long in shaping themselves to the following 
dilemma: 

“ There are two alternatives. Either the walk 
and the falsehood are to be explained by sofne 
petty, innocent motive, a visit of charity or 
* a chance meeting, and they have not spoken 
to me about it owing to a false dread of displeas¬ 
ing me; or else, the walk and the falsehood 
indicate that there is a mystery betweeli Helen 
and Arraand. Let us speak out and say that they 
love each other. Inhere is no means of avoiding 
the alternative. In the first c£\|pe, 1 should have to 
scold Helen for believing me to be so childisbly 
jealous ; in the second— 



A LOVE CRIME. 


If)! 

Here his imagination paused, being taken un¬ 
awares. There was witliin him no anticipatory 
prevision of a misfortune of the kind. The pi actical 
rules, received and accepted in his youth, upon 
which his whole life was based, did not afford an 
answer to this cruel hypothesis. On the other hand, 
ho had for the determining of his will neither 
that dread of public opinion which serves to guide 
nearly all husbands in similar crises, nor the 
startling physical vision, that besetting, unendur¬ 
able vision which maddens a jealous man by 
showing him sexual union, fleshly abandonment, 
irredeemable pollution. 

The fact that Helen and Armand loved each 
other did not for a moment signify to Chazel that 
she was the young man’s inistri*ss. It sigm'lied 
that she had given him her heart. But then what 
was his duty as her husband? For lack of pic- 
viously adopted principles, he sufferod himself to 
be led away by the mania for absolute, ideal 
theories that is characteristic of mathematicians. 

“ M}*- duty, if 1 am becoming an obstacle to her 
happiness, is to sacrifice myself. She must be 
left free; all must be given up.” 

He thought immediately of his son; he could 
see the little gestures, the pretty face, the bright 
eyes of the child whom he had already moulded in 
bis own likeness. 
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“Ah!” he said to hiinseJt', “1 liave no ri^ylit to 
forsake him. But to take liini with me—to de¬ 
prive his, mother of him 1 

The tragic nature of this possibility disconcerted 
his intellect afresh, and like a timorous swimmer 
who has ventured a few fathoms too tar, 1 j(^ 
speedily returned to the })lace wlicre he e.mul 
keep his footing, Avhere his reas«)niug stood firm 
close to the facts. 

“1 am losing my head,” he groaned. “'J1ie 
question is, does she love him‘^ Docs she not 
love him *? ” 

He had risen once more, and was walking with 
a more burned step than before. 

“How can I find out'? How? how? ” he asked 
l*iimself, and the emotion of uncertainty became so 
insupportable to him that he said to himself: 
“Let there be an end of it. I will come to an 
understanding with Helen—and at once.” 

He looked at the clock which was pointing 
to midnight He had been in these throes for an 
hour. He left liis study with the lamp in his hand 
The narrow wooden staircase, which was covered 
with a red carpet, was devoid of sound and light 
All the sfjrvants were in be<L Ho went down the 
steps of the staircase leaning on the banni8tei*s, 
liiw legs trembling, his lips parched, his throat cliok- 
pig. He was in front of the dloor of his wife’s bed 
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room. Ho t^ave two slii^ht knocks with the ha(;k of 
liis 'J’hcre was no reply. He tnnietl the 

brass iiainllo and leaned against it. I’lie door 
was double-locked, and the key was inside. 

“■ She is aslee})/’ ho said to hiinself. 

Tli*s action of descending the stairs, and then of 
pressing against tlie door, fia*! used up the feverish 
imj)ulse [iroduccfl by ex(;ess of uncertainty. In¬ 
stead of knocking again, he paused, motionless. 

“She is asleep," he repeated to himself; - if I 
awake her, what shall I sav to herV " 

He remained stamling against tlie Avail, Avitli tlie 
lamp at his feet, listening. Only the murmur of 
nocturnal Paris reached him, and‘he reflected. 
He could see by anticipation the manner in Avhich 
Helen Avould receive him. She would be lying in 
her bed, her plaited hair rolled about her head, 
while the lace of her fine night-dress quivered at 
neck and wrist. 


At the thought of this, Alfred expenen(*ed a tin ill 
of amorous emotion that restored ti) him the 
timidity Avith which the desire of liis wife^s person 
always ovei'Avhelmcd him, and he continued to 
picture the scene. 

“ Wliut shall I say to Iut?—‘ Yt>u haA’^e lied tc 
me.* And Avbat Avill she reply ?” 

He foresaw the countless pndexts that Helen 
Oould advance to Explain her walk. 
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I shall ask her: * Are yc m in Invo with Armand?* ” 

« 

He felt himself incapabh} (tf being the first to 
articulate the words in that way. Moreover, what 
might not the result of the question be? If it 
were not true that she was in love ynth Armand, 
he would inflict useless pain upon licr, which vjould 
aggravate still further their divorce of intimacy. 
What if it were true? She would not acknow¬ 
ledge it. She had lied just now. What would 
another lie cost her? 

Irresolution proved the stronger. He went up 
to his study again without having made a fresh 
attempt. There was a lull for a few minutes, such 
as succeeds to acute crises. It was one o’clock in 
the morning. 

“ I will go to sleep,” he said to liiinself. “ When I 
awake it will be time enough to make up my mind.” 

As was usual with him, he arranged a few 
papers, carefully covered up the fire to avoid acci¬ 
dents, and was slmost tranquil as ho got into bed. 
But scarcely was he there before his anguisli began 
again, more torturing than before. The avenue in 
the Jardin dos Plantes again extended its vault 
of naked branches beneath which Helen and Ar- 
irnind passed along. What were they saying to 
each other? The well-known voice uttered again 
the fatal syllables, “ Since yesterday 1 ” Ah I Liar I 
liar! the deceiveil * 
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Once more the necessity for action pressed in its 
inevitableness upon this purely speculative nature. 
Ilis thoughts distributed themselves again into two 
groups. 

“Either they love each other or they do Tint 
love each other. If they do?—If they do not?— 
How can I find out ? From her? From him 

The thought of coming to an explanation with 
De Qiierne presented itself abruptly, and as this 
thought, while satisfying the need for acting, de¬ 
ferred the action for several hours, Alfred began 
mentallj’’ to muster all the arguments that told in 
its fav<mr. 

Such ail explanation would not involve any of 
the drawbacks which must follow a conversation 
with Helen. If Armand and she did not love each 
other, everything would remain as it was, since 
she was in ignorance of her husbands suspici<ui 
and of the step that he had taken. If they were 
in love ^vith each other, he would extort tlie 
acknowledgment of the fact more readily from the 
loyalty of his friend. The latter at least had not 
lied to him. Could he have replied otherwise than 
as he did to Helen’s phrase, that simple phrase 
that was so terrible to himself, Alfred: “ How have 
you been since yesterday 7 To receive the young 
man with those words was tantamount <o a pni- 
hibitiou to speak. 
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Again, there are suspicions lespecting which one 
friend has no right to keep silence towards aiiotlier. 
If be, Alfrefi, were to learn that Arniand had 
harboured an insulting distrust of him in his 
heart without speaking of it, would lie not feel 
deeply woundedWould he not consider such 
silence an unwarrantable alfroiitV Well, then, he 
would not otter this atfront to I)e Qiieriie. lie 
wouhl go to Liin with open hand and heart, arid 
show him all his trouble. Such a step had further 
in its favour the fact that it would involve prac¬ 
tical results, lie might ask his friend to come to 
the Rue de La Rochefoucauld less frequently. If 
he were mistaken in his distrust, and if the real 
cause of Helen’s giief had been confided to 
Armand, he might speak of it ^vithout indelicacy 
on that occasion, in the course of the couversa- 
tion. 

During the whole of that long night he turned 
this plan over and over, ainl in the end it impressed 
itself upon his will. Towards morning, he fell into 
that dark overwhelming sleep which follows 
upon excessive deperditions of nervous energ;^'. 
Upon awaking, he again found himself face to face 
with his resolution of the night before; he foresaw, 
unless he acted, a day worse than that horrible 
night, and at nine o'clock he was ringijg at 
^rmaud's door, not without a thrilling of his whole 
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heart, yot with decision. These abstract souls, to 
whom action is so repellent, are capable of energy, 
provided this energy be sustained by reas(ming, 
just as ini 2 )iisHioned souls ih'rive their force Irom 
blind impulse, and arid souls from a cleiir percep¬ 
tion of self-interest. 

m 

Many days had gone by since Chazcl had 
entered the rooms in the Rue Lincoln. The valet 
who answered liis ring, an old servant of the De 
Querne family, was the same who foriiierly ust‘d 
to come t(j the school to take Armaiid away for his 
Jiolidavs. The few words that this man uttered 
when asking about his master’s old conipanion 
with the familiarity ot former days, brought real 
comfort to Alfri‘d, lie experienced an awakening 
of memories that to him was equivalent to an im- 
prcKsiou of friendship. 

“The baron is in his bath,” the servant went 
on, “but if Monsieur Alfred will walk into the 
drawing-room,” and he opened the door with 
attentive assiduity, “ and read the papers,” and lie 
handed them. Then kneeling in front of the fire 
to put on a fresh log, he asked: 

“ Will Monsieur Alfred take tea with the baron?” 

These trifling attentions softened Alfred; in 
them he found as it were a palpable renewal of the 
intimacy in which he had lived with Annand. 
The aspect of the room heightened this first im- 
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presBiou still more. He knew the room well; ho 
had seen it forming year by year, and furniture 
being added to furniture. At every visit lie was 
aware of some slight, alterations. 

“ Stay, that’s new, is it not? ’ he would say to 
uis friend, who used then to explain to him the con¬ 
venience or rarity of his recent acquisition. 

He went up to the low bookcase, and by the 
look of the binding reci'»griiKed some books whic'h 
must have been eidlego prizes. He took one out 
and saw the stamp of the Vaiiab(»Bte SSehool 
printed on the green Bhagreen. He replaced 
the volume, and the courtyard of the school was 
revived before his mind. Wliat delightful hours 
liad been spent in walking round that yard with 
Arinand—an Annand who, despite the years, re¬ 
sembled the Annand of to-day; and to convince 
himself of the fact, he proceeded to look at a 
profile of his friend done by Bastion-Lepage, in the 
refined and exact manner of this master’s por- 
traita From the portrait Alfred passed on to the 
photographs scattered over the mantelpiece; the 
comrades, living or dead, that they represented, 
had been known by him, ay, by him also. 

Ahl from the most insignificant objects in the 
apartment there issued a voice to protest on behalf 
of the fiiendship that united De Querne and himself. 
After the anguish of the night before, this atmo^ 
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sphere of settled aflection operated powerfully oh 
A lfred’s heart and brought him relief, 

“ How well it was I came,” he reflected, throw¬ 
ing himself into an easy-chair, and looking at 
the fire, the flames of which were assuming a 
joyous brightness: “I will tell him everything in a 
straightforward way: what is the good of artifice? 
And I have full confidence that everything will be 
explained.” 

He had reached this stage in his meditations, 
when he felt a hand laid on his shoulder. It was 
the hand of Ai niand, who had just come in. But 
Alfred'.s ahsori>tion had been too great to admit f)f 
his being <listurb(*d })y the noise of the door. The 
young baron was wearing a handsome morning 
jacket of black quilted silk, light trousers, and 
thin patent leather shoes, while all about him there 
floated the fresh odour of a scent which Alfred 
suddenly recognised. This same delicate aroma 
Avas diffused around her by his Avifeih the morning 
hours when she Avent about in those loose dresses 
Avhioh best indicated the suppleness of the lines of 
her person. The fact tliat Helen find Armatid made 
use of the same perfume Avaa sufficient, in Alfreds 
preifeut condition of soul, to make the soothing 
influence of youthful memories give Avay once 
more to the indefinable, the vague and torturing 
’ suspicion of the night before. He looked at 



160 


A LOVE ORTMEL 


bis friend, but the I utter seemed to be occupied 
solely with the preparatinns for his breakfast 
l^he valet had wheeled a little movable table up to 
the fire, and arranged upon it a silver urn, a cup, 
slices of toast, butter and honey. 

“Another cup for Monsieur Chazel,” said Ar- 
niand. 

“Miuisieur Alfred has refused already,” said the 
servant. 

“ Then yon will allow me,” Annand resumed in 
a cheerful tone. 

Sitting down, lie poured tlio black tea into the 
cup, and then the hot water, calculating the 
proportion between them just as though his friend 
had not been present. Was this the attitude of a 
man who had a secret to conceal'.^ 

“No,” said Alfred to himself, “if there were any 
mystery between Helen and him, iny visit would 
put liiin out, he would want to know the reason of 
it. Are you-not astonished,” he went on aloud, 
“ tf> see me so early in the morning ? ” putting his 
question with that incapacity for dissimulation 
which is characteristic of very sincere jieople, and ^ 
which causes them almost involuntarily to continue 
outwardly and verbally their inmost thoughtsi' 

“I suppose you have some little service to ask of 
me,” replied the other, “ and 1 am quite ready to 
perform it” . y} 
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Thou to liiiiiFelf: Poca* Alfiedistoo iiigeiiiionB. 
fie ants to kiHiw vliy 1 am not astonish eel. Well, 
1 certainly ought to he so, andslumld he ex]>ecting 
a question from him ahont Helen—what else conld 
it be ahont? She would not helieve me wluii 1 
told her that he was growing jealous. ^Vell, we’ll 
lie as well as we can, since so much is due to her;” 
and he buttered a slice of toast, not without a 
certain melancholy at this necessity for lying, for 
he had prescivcd the haughtiness of personal pride 
which KO often outlives true loftiness of f(.‘eling. 

“Yes," Alfied resumed, in a tone of voice tin* 

seriousness of which revealed lu»w deeply he felt 

■ 

th(‘ i)resent inteiview, “you are my fiiend—my 
friend. Yes, 1 believe it, I know it." 

It might have been thought that he was ques- 
tioaiing himself the better to assure himself of his 
own sincerity. He again repeated, “ I helieve it,” 
looking at Arinand as he had never ventured to 
look at him in Lis life before. His eyes no longer 
expressed anything of that awkward timidity which 
in all arguments caused Alfred to feel beatt^n 
beforehand, even when he was right a bundled 
times over. 

“ And it is because you are my friend,” he went 
on, ‘‘ that I came to you to-day. Annand, you see 
in me the most unliapp^^ of men.” 

The other raised his head, which, as though to 
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pour some more tea intr) a cup tliat was already 
half full, he had bent down beneath his fiiend's 
gaze. Ho li>oked straight at the loyal man whom, 
in that very room on the eve of tlie hist assigna¬ 
tion, he had in thought held so cheaj). (Jhazel 
had allowed Ins eyeglass to I'all. His clear eyes 
showed tlie very depths of his soul. In tln*m there 
was legible pain, so terrible and so genuine that, it 
rendered touching and tragic a situation which, at 
any other moment, Armand w(Uild have considered 
veiy ridiculous—that, namely, of a deceived hus¬ 
band suft'eriug fiom suspicion of the deccjition in 
the presence of the very man who has deceived 
him. No, it was simple, naked liiiman suffering— 
that real suffering which grips y«»ur vitals like the 
shriek of a }>asser-by when crushed by a carnage 
at a street-corner. Armand sinldenlv felt tin’s 
sympathy of humanity, then immediately after¬ 
wards a secrc‘t feeling of nncoinfortableiiess at the 
thought that he was himself the cause of tliis visible 
suffering; and he listened to Alfred, wlio cou- 
tiiiued speaking. 

‘‘1 have come to tell you things that people do 
not talk about, but you must listen to me. I am 
very unhappy, my friend, and for very vulgar 
reasons. Ah! there is nothing romantic in my 
story. It is comprised in a single line : I love my 
wife and jny wife does uQt love me, How and how 



A LOVE CRIME. 


163 


irreiitlv I love her v<>u (*.annot unrli-rKtsinrl—no, not 

even you. 1 nm a timid, awkward follow, 1 know, 

and have always knoAvn. When quite a \a)iinej 

man, J pictured in my dreams the id(*al face *d‘ a 

woman. [ called her niy madonna—but I am 

talking nonsense to you. Let me go on. It w.i.'J 

00 

she wlio comforted me for the rest—those wlio all 
treated me with scorn—and it was she that I loved. 
When I saw Helen, 1 found in her a likeness !•> 
this chimera such as I had never met with. Do 
not smile. Just understand me. . 1 njariied her. 
At lirst I was quite sensible of the fact that she 
was not very happy. I said to myself: Time will 
bring eveiything light, 'rime has brhuglit nothing 
right. The martyrdom that it has been to me to 
see her dull, AA^earieil, and sad, and to be abh* to do 
nothing f<n’ her—ah I no tme shall ev<‘r knoAv. 
Especially siiu'e we have been living in Pans, I 
can see that she is sinking into still greater melan¬ 
choly, that her poi^r face is groAA'ing thin and in.T 
eyes hollow. Sht‘ is suffering and Avasting uAvay 
before niy eyes, every day a little more, and I am 
unable to do anything and am ignorant of lln* 
cause. Can you understand what a ttirture it is 
to sec a Avomaii loved as I love her passing away 
hour by liour by my very side, and not even to know 
the reason ? " 

He had nsen as he uttered these words, lu. 
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projM’n’tion afi tlio phra.^i's cam*.* to him, they 
^wept away ]ilaii oi discouisc w’hich he had 
prepared on his way from the Rne de La Rochefon- 
eauld to the Rne LincnJn. lie had allowed himself 
to feel aloud. He }>assed liia hand across his eyes 
arid went on : 

“I am waiideriiipr. Why «lo I tell yon alL 
these things ! I havri come to ask yon wliether 
you know wliat is the matter with her." 

And lie strapped in front of Armand, who also rose. 
The latter yvas trying to guess the object of his 
old companion’s tirade. He was aw'ai'e that in a 
eonveisatnm of tliis kind the cliief ])oint is to ab¬ 
stain from informing one’s intei'locntor of w'hat he 
may md know. To Alfred's abrujit questitm 1m? 
ie})licd in the vaguest of fonimlas: 

“Why, how could I know any more tlian yonr- 
se f” 

“ Armaiid," said the other, going up to him and 
laying his hands upon his shoulders, “ d(» not de¬ 
ceive. me. I Jim able to hear anything; I am 
ready f(»r anything. Yes, if Helen loved some one, 

1 should efface myself, 1 should go away. I 
should take my son with me, and allow her to 
begin her life anew. A revengeful husband—how 
I despise such a man as that! Either he does not 
love—and then fur what does he take revenge? 
For B wound dealt to his pride? What pitiful* 
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nesfl! Oi‘ oImo lie does love, aiid haw only to 
about the happines'^ of the woman ho loves at the 
cost of his ovvu. Ah, I have not the ideas of the 
world I Answer me, Armaud, is Heleu in love 
with any one? ” 

I tell vou affain. How shoubl 1 know f ” 

V O m 

‘‘AhI*’ exolaiiried Cliassel, takiiij:^ his friend's 
arm ainl ^j;raspiug it with all liis strength, “who 
can know if not you ? Did you eonsidor me blind 
to such a degree as not to see that you were be¬ 
coming her most intimate confidant ? If she does 
not talk to you about herself, her lifer, her feelings, 
what do you say to each other in your endless 
conversati(Ui8? Why do you become silent when 
I appear, if you are not speaking of things that you 
do not want me to hear ? Why do you hide from 
me?’* he continued violently. 

“We hide from you?** said Arinand. 

“ Be silent,** returned Alfred, laying his hand 
upon his friend's mouth, “ do not say what is false. 
I can endure falsehood no longer. I must have 
the truth, whatever it may be. I saw you yester¬ 
day in the Jardin des Plantes, in the main avenue. 
I was there—I saw you. You were walking to¬ 
gether, and in the evening she said to you: ‘ Ilow 
have you been since yesterday?* You do not 
hide from me? Repeat that now. Ah, why have 
. you both lied to me-V ** 
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“You are right/’ replied Armand, “we ought to 
have Ftpoken to you ab(»ut it immediately. 1’hat 
is the way in which the most inDoceiit thiiigs 
assume, an appearance of mysteiy.” 

While affecting tlie most absolute calmuess, he 
said to himself: “Helen is saved/' Lt)gical on 
this point with his everlasting distnist, he us(‘d at 
every meeting to agree witli his mistress upon a 
common explanation to be given in case of surprise, 
and ho w»‘nt nn aloud: 

“ Madame de (-hazel was returning from a visit 
of charity ; I'met her in the garden, and we 
w^alked together for a little because the weather 
was tine. She asked me to say n{)thing about it 
to you, because you w^ould scold her for going in 
that way into the low quarters of the town." 

And it w’as true that Alfred, still a provincial 
in this respect, used often to apeak (<f the dangers 
that a w'oman might incur alone iii out of the way 
corners in Piiris. 

“ You have the means of ascertaining whether I 
am telling you the tnitli,” added De Querne. 
“ Take a cab, go home, and ask Madame Chazel. 
I shall not have time to forewarn her, shall I? 
You will see whether she makes you the same 
reply.” 

“For what do you take me?” said Alfred, “I 
have a horror of such spying ways, I am already 
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too nmoli ashamed of having spoken to you in 
tliis way.—Arinand,” lie said, advancing towards 
his friend, “ give me your word of honour that 
Helen and yon are not in love with each other.’' 

“ Madame (^lazel and T!” exclaimed De ti^uevno, 
“nay, I give you my word of honour tliat not 
a w’oul has passed l 4 ,etw(*en us that was not one of 
sini])lf‘, honourable friondsljip. In my turn I will 
ask A'ou: ‘F«»r wdiat do you take me?'” And 

« k 

with the s(‘cret loathing of all his pride he added 
inwardly; “Wliat mean actions a woman (‘an 
make a man commit! " 

Then 1 ask your forgiveness,” returned Alfred, 
“for 1 suspect(*d ycui. Ah I I am not wronging 
you; I did not believe that there was anything 
botw(‘en you. No, I think too highly of you both 
But I thouglit that shi' might have formed an 
afleetiou for you and you for her. She is charming, 
and you, Armand—why you have all that 1 have 
not! You are handsome, refined, witty. And I, 
I have only this,” he said Avith a heart-broken 
gesture, striking his breast above his heart. 

“'Heavens I what I should have suffered had it 
been true! Just think, to have lost both her Avho 
is my entire life, and you Avhom I liked so nniehl 
■You do not know, Armand, how sincerely I am 
your friend—^^just let mo tell it you lor once. At 
our ago these protestations are ridiculous—but 
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what is ridifuile to me ^ With inv father, and 

before I knew Helen, you are the person I loved 

most. lam of the Newfoiindhiud breed; I must 

have some one to be attached to. Tliroughout my 

youth you were that some one to me. When wo 

were children, 1 sliould liave liked you to have 

a sacrifice to ask of me, something very <liffieiilt, 

0 

almost impossible of oxeciifcion. You were in my 
eyes like a miire f«)rtunate brother. I was not 
jealous of all your superior (pialities; I was ]»n)ud 
of them. When I got married you were not nble 
to come to Bourges. Weill will you believe 
if, my heart throbbed when I iutroduccMl you 
to my wife in Paris ? If you had not been pleased 
with her I should have been so unhappy. Tliink 
of that my friend, my dear fiiend,*’ and he clasped 
his hands, ** and you will excuse me for having 
said anything painful, or wounding to you. You 
and she, to lose you both I Ah! I should have 
gone away. I should have sacrificed everytliing 
to your happiness. But it would have killed 
me! ** 

"He sank into the easy chair as though exhausted 
by the emotions that he had just experienced. 
His agitated ffice revealed too clearly the exces- 
siveness of his grief, and Armaiid felt unspeiikably 
moved by looking upon such a spectacle of sorrow 
- and wealcnese. By truthfulness of soul, Alfred had 
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just re-establislied between them the true mil me 
of the situation. lluKbauds are not so often ridicu¬ 
lous, as the pi’ovcrl) savK, l)ut by reason <it-' ilie 
deceived vanity wliicli is at tlie bottom of nearly 
all their Iwtterness, or of the trinmjiliant vanily 
whieli is at the bottom I'f their fancied Heeurity. 
But Alfred, face to face wilh Armand, was trust 
face to fjii'e with treachery, serious love, ready for 
the most trajLi^ic sacnfic(*s, face to face with IIk^ 
depraved faiuiy (d* pride and sense that scruph* 
had restrained. 

And Armand was silent. Alfred’s affection and 
esteem smote him as with a hand. Ah! how he 
would have liked to have said to this man: 


‘"Yes, I liave lioij. to you. 1 have robbed you of 
your wife. I ha<l the excuse that I did not know 
how much you loved lier and how mueli you loved 
me. Choose now the reparation tliat it may please 
you to require, and 1 will grant it yf*u. Let us put 
an end to it.” 


Yes, but what of Helen i ’J’he secret ol‘ adultery 
does not belong to a single individual. To his 
drily towards Alfred was opposed anothi'i duty— 
• ja duty of honour also, and one freely eontracted— 
and he was silent, feelinggp, veiy chihl in the jne- 
sence of this honesty wliich suffered and wept 
before him, honesty possibly deceived and certainly 
simple. But a man who entrusts you with his 
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pocket-book, and you rob of the bank-notes 

in one of the pockets of it, is also deceived and 
simple; only, on the other hand, you are a thief. 
Whatever Arniand's Rnperionty to Alfred mi^lit he, 
he found himsi'lf, bv the mere fa(‘t of his own 
treachciy and liis frieml’s p^ood faith, in iliat condi¬ 
tion of hnmiliatioii wbicli is intolerablo to all liip^her 
natures. It was an experience tliat lasti^d for only 
a few minutes, but it was a very bitter one. 

“Do not pay any attention to this comjilaining 
of mine,’^ Alfred resumed; “my nerves arc un¬ 
strung. 1 really do not know why I am like this, 
seeing that I hav<' found with you the certainty 
that I needed. All I thank you I ”—and he sprang 
forward to Idss liis friend as brother kisses brother. 
Under this kiss Armand could feel tjie blond rising 
to his face. 

“Come,” he said in eonfiisinn, “calm yourself.** 

“Nay, I am calm,’’ sfuM AllVt'd; “yonhave been 
so good, you liave listened to me with so much 
heart, Alasl” he added mounifnlly, “how is it 
that 1 cannot have an ex}>lanatiou with Helen like 

**■ iH 

that which 1 have had with you? Tn her pre¬ 
sence 1 feel so embarrassed, so constrained.” 

“And,” replieil Armai^, who perceived the pos¬ 
sibility of sparing his mistress a eniel sccuie, “ you 
also take an exaggerated view of trifles. Shall I tell 
you my opinion about liludame Chazel ? And this 
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opinion has been confirmed by nil the conversa¬ 
tions that T have had with h<‘r. What she is snf- 
fering from is the change in her inode of life. The 
atmosphere of Paris, the habits of Paris, the ]M_‘oj)]e 
of Palis, are all enervating to her. She needs 
great eojisideration. T’ake^my advice and spare 
her all discussion. Be gentle -VNUtli lier.” 

“You are right,” said Alfred, who remembered 
having heard almost the same words in the intnitb 
of the doctor, and this coincidence succeeded in 
moment a rily tranquillisiiig him. ITe shook his 
head, and uttered the following words, at Avhieh 
Anhand felt no inclination to smile : 

“I am an egotist; I see nothing but my own 
grief. But Helen has confidence in me. You s^e 
that I am jealous no longer. Speak to her of me ; 
tell her how much J love* her, how I desire only 
Her happiness. Explain it all to her; she will be¬ 
lieve you. God I I would give, my whole life for 
a glance of tenderness in her eyes when she ]i>oks 
at me/* 



CHAPM’KR VIT. 


WifEK Alfn*f? (lliazi‘1 had left tlu* drawiti^-room in 
thc‘ Ilut‘ Lincoln, Arnnmil, heinj^; lt‘rt alone, l(.‘lt the 
need- of clear withiii hinisclt. The visit 

from the friend of his childliood lijnl hron^lit liim 
a strangely iincoinforlahh* feeling which lie was 
iiftahlc to shake off either during the close of that 
nnn-ning. . or dun’ng tlie afternoon, which was 
entindy taken up with going about from one 
pliiee to another. By a line alleging an iniag- 
iiiarv excuse he had released himself from the 
appointment made with Helen the t'vening before, 
and in his room as well as in the cab wliich drove 
him from one neigbbouihood to aiiotlier, he had 
the courage to question hirnself frankly. 

He strove to beguile with physical motion the 

indefinable and unbearable sadness ^vith which the 

scene that he had gone through continuously 

overwhelmed *him. He wmit from tradesman to 

tradesman, paying bills that w(jro in arrears, 

leaving cards at houses in which ho had not set 

foot for months, and unceasingly he reverted to 

this questioning of the recesses of his conscience: 

« 
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Why was he so gicatly fthakeii hy a natural event 
w’hidi it was so easy to foresee, and which, wlieii 
all w'as said, did not rf‘snlt in any dusawtvouH 
consequence? 

But no; he could not think of Chaz(d without 
feelinpj an inward wound, bleeding and keen. His 
pride had been stricken to its deepest depths. 
Ho, who since their common adolescence had in 
thought treated Alfred as an inferior creature, he, 
who had rohhed the poor wretch of In’s wife 
witlnmt the slightest reiuoist*, he now had sud¬ 
denly been <*iushed witli generosity by this man, 
had been almost outrag(*onsly contemned. Then* 
w’as no means of rebelling against it, of standing 
out against it. Of tlie two it was he, Armaiid, 
wh(^ was playing the unw(athy part, and he was 
pained by it in the baser portitnis of his being, m 
that pride in taking tlie fiist place, which, from their 
childhood, had been manifested in tlie pettiest 
details. Did tliey enter a restaurant, or take jiait 
in a country excursion? It was Armand who 
sought to pay, just as he sought to surpass at 
every game, and to wm prizes at tho distributions. 
Vanity had prevented him from choosing a career. 
Vanity again had inclined him to intriguei^ with 
women. Thus he was humiliated to the veiy soul. 

' But hie painful sensations proceeded at the same 
time from a mure noble cause. The cord of pity 
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hail thrilled withia him at the pipjhing forth of the 
ten'ihh* lament to which hi* had listened for an hour. 
Aridity of Roul was imt an essential jiart of Armaiid 
de Quel lie’s nature It was caused hy the fact 
tliat with liim emotion passed through the brain 
before it leai-lied the heart, liv a rooted deformitv 

4 • 

to lie found in all iiitelleetual lives, he must needs 
give himself r^asiuis for ft'eling in sueli or eueli a 
manner. The powerlessiiess to Jove of which ho 
was a victim proceeded from tins peculiar disposi¬ 
tion. He had never bt'cn able to be]ii*ve in the 
truth of any woman's lieart, and as a eonseqneneo 
he hatl always given himself reasons for not loving 
any of them luireservedly. 

Sueh a nature is the most miserable of all, for it 
prompts those who possess it to tin* worst acts of 
egtdism without securing to them the icy and uii- 
eonseioiis senmity of true egotists. Thus it was 
that the young man u as able to become Helen’s 
lover without a seruple, and to tread upon friend¬ 
ship as tianquilly as upon the carpet in the room 
where they met; and yet Alfrt*d's siift'eriiig liad 
just moved him to the inmost fibre. Ah! the 
veason was that he did not dispute the siuceiity of 
this suffi'i'ing; he had touched it as though it were 
ail object, and*as ht‘ believed in it, he felt it. 

At the same moment, and fur the first time, 
be perceived tlie real scope of liis conduct. If he 
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had only suspected thu depth uf Cliazel’K love fni 
Helen ! If he had known with what ardent friend- 


ehip tins man had been ultacbed to himself, 
Aimand! Hul, people fonn ideas eoii<‘ernin,e^ ;i 
person, and proceed to no further veritieation 
They say to tlieins«‘lves: “‘This man is not bin j;-." 
They make no move aeconiit of his existence than 
that uf a beast or a plant. And then tliey hnd 
themscdves fai‘<* to face with a heart that Is'ats 


and that has been stricken, with a hap})inoss 
tliat was living- ami that has been slain. Wliat 
mise(nice})tions he at the ro(»t of fhir errors! 

And Jiow in.'inv of the latter are meielv tin* mis- 

■■ • 

undeistandings — but the irre})ai-able mi^imder- 
staudiugs — of i »thers! 

Aniiand de Querne pursued these thougiits tlie 
whole day, and at the end of them all, eneountering 
him in a continuous fashi<ni above all the lest, was 


the iniag(‘ of Helen, and again of Helen. Foi 
whom had he betrayed Alfred's contidenee'^ For 
Helen. To whom had he so lightly saeniiced the 
memories of liis childhood and his youth? To 
Helen. In whose intt'rest had he just pledged 
that shameful w'ord of honour? In Helen’s. 


Now the young man liad in his feelings towards 
his mistress reached that moment when the 
if slightest contrariety is so exaggerated as to la*- 
come almost unbearable; what, then, was to be 
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said of Kiich a huiniliatioi] ? He had not deceived 
himself when, on flic veiT eve of the first assigiia- 
tiim, li(‘ had veeopiisf*d that ho could never love, 
hei’. 

He liad at first j)asRed throujj^h a sufficiently 
sweet period of intoxicated pleasure, during which 
he had ahandonofi Ininself to th(‘ elunni of having 
a delightful mistress, as endcaiiiig as she Avaa 
pretty, as submissivt* as she was impassioned. But 
even at that period he entei’taiiietl no illusions re¬ 
garding the nature of the feelings with wdueh she 
inspired him or regarding their duration. As to 
file denioiistiatutns of affection to which Helen 
surrendered herself, he looked upcui them as a 
<lisplay of roiuautieiem to he accounted for by 
long residence in tlie country among bad luKtks 
and absurd dr<‘ains. 

“ She is a IMadann* B<»vary," he said to himself, 
and with this simple phiasc he had answered 
everything. 

When once the malady ol‘disbelief has assailed 
a tormented heart, eveiy fresh detail serves as fV»od 
for it. Helen’s transports and fits of melancholy, 
her utterances, and her silences, had served for 
weapons against her. Did she abandon herself 
to her feelings with the ardour of a deeply af¬ 
fected soult He thought badly of her; she was 
a libeitiue and nothing more. Did she shroud her* 
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aelf ill melancholy reserve? He thought badly of 
her; she wauted to produce an effect, to assume 
an attitude. Did she question him respecting hini- 
selt ^ What tyranny on her part! Was she silent 
Wliat hypocrisy I 

b\)r all this, and by a seeming inconsisteney 


sueli as characterises the‘facile kimlliness of tin 


indifferent when anxious to save themselves useless 


shocks, Amiand had lent himself to the requisi¬ 
tions (»f Helen’s passion. To evade petty contra¬ 
dictions, ho had laid aside many of his haliits. He 
(leclined dinner after dinner, deferred visit after 
visit, distanced his appearances at the club, in the 
Rue Royale, where formerly he used*to show him¬ 
self nearly every day. “ You are never to be seen 
now.” *■* 1 thought you were abroad.” “ You 
rascal, wliat good fortune are you hiding from 
us? ” Such wore the phrases with which he was 
greeted by nearly every one he met at the corner 
of a footpath, on the threshold of a restaurant, in 
the lobby of a theatre. 

'l^hese phrases had at first made him smile. 
They now caused him a vague regret for his former 
mode of life. In proportion as habituation dead¬ 
ened his pleasure in the possession of Helen, did 
he surprise himself remembering 'wdth longing the 
insipid diversions of his freedom, which, as soon 
aa ihey were renewed, he was again to look upop 
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as hateful drudgery. All these ditfereui, riuades of 
feeling were beginuiug to have the effect o\' render¬ 
ing his comiectioTj with Helen burdonsoino to him, 
and that long before the scene, the cruel recollection 
of which was persecuting him now. But the scene 
once passed through, how could he maintain his 
actual relations ^vith his mislress ? 

No, a thousand times no. lie could not do it. 
And first with respect to himself, 

“Upon my word,he said to himself, “1 will 
despise myself up to a certain point, but not 
beyond. So long as he had not spoken to me— 

He paused upon this thought, thru went on aloud, 
with an evil laugh: 

“ Ha! hal so long as he had not spi/ken to me, 
it was exactly the same thing. Yes, but I did not 
feel it as I do now. 1 have had enough of all this 
lying. Pah! Pah! and there was a physical 
bitterness in his mouth, almost a real nausea at the 
thought of d< coiving Alfred again, after the step* 
that the other had taken so loyally and so affeo-* 
tioiiately. 

^‘Aud then,” he reflected, “I cannot do it on 
her account. When jealousy has been roused, it 
is never completely lulled again. Alfred would 
understand it all in the end. He would follow bis' 
wife or have her followed. Then, behold a sui^ 
prise, a scandal, and the unhappy Helen loses at a 
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blow her position, her child, a part, doubtless, of 
her fortune, and all to be constrained to live with mo 
who do not love her, and whom she does not love.” 

In ortlcr to give force to the plan of a final rup¬ 
ture wliicli was already being sketched in *his brain, 
he took pleasure in considering this last thought. 
No, Helen did not love lum. She thought that 
she loved him, as she had probably thought she 
loved Varades and the rest; for there must have 
been others, in conformity with the axiom that a 
man is never a woman's first rn- second lover. 

“If we break, there will be a tearful scene to be 
gone through, she will spend a few melancholy 
weeks, enabling her to say to her next lover, with 
eyes raised heavenwards, ‘How 1 have suffered, 
level' or else to her most intimate confidante, 
‘OhI men 1 menT” 

There was a moment of base merriment; then 
his reflections began again, 

“ What strange animals women are I Here is a 
fellow who has a heart, frankness, and fidelity, as 
they call it; he can love—which is another of 
their expressions—and his wife must deceive him— 
for whom? For a cynic like me who am just the 
opposite. And if it had not been I, it would have 
been some one worse. It is humiliating to one’s 
vanity, but refreshing to one's conscience—^j^es, it 
would have been some one else." 
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And a few minuter later: 

“What fine reasoning, too, in order to justif}’ 
myself! Suppose one applied it to iissussiiiation! 
If I do not kill you to-day you will die sooner or 
later in some other fashion. The truth is that 
adultery is a great pf Jlution. Pali I Pah! ” 

He returned home, turning these melancholy 
conclusions over and.over. When he Avas again in 
his drawing-room and in front of the easy-chair in 
which Alfred had sat that morning, he felt still 
more incapable of continuing to be Helen’s lover— 
no, not two days, not a single day longer. 

“We must put an end to it and break Avith each 
other, and that immediately," he said aloud. 

^ He sat down at his table to write to Helen, but 
a note asking merely for an appointment, for 
to break Avith her by letter and leave such a 
woa})ou iu her hands Avould be madness. Why not 
withdraw without seeing her again as ho had done 
iu the case of more than one mistress' It was 
impossible under the circumstances; it would be 
necessary also to renounce ever seeing Alfred 
again. He must therefore resign himself to a 
rupture by means of a scene. 

The most important point was the choice of a 
locality. At her own ht»use ? And what if she had 
hysterics and some one came iu? In the Rue de 
Stockholm? But what it she threAV herself into 
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his arms and the fever of the senses led him to take 
her once more, only to leave her afterwards like a 
clown, after possessing her? Once mure, net. 

“ Tills is the best place after all,'* he said to 
himsell’. “ The fact that the servant is at the (h*or 
will be emmgh tr> restrain me from yiedding to lier. 
And if she has an hysterical attack, 1 have mv 
little travelling medicine t‘hest.” And h(‘ scribbled 
a note a)»solutely (sorreot in form. Had Alfred 
intercej)ted the missive he would have found in 
it nothing but an offer very natural, considering 
their somewliat exceptional degree of intimacy, to 
show Helen some albums for the choice of a 
costume for a fanev dress bfdl. In order to 
justify the meeting at his own Innise, he alleged 
the size of the alliums and the difKculty of trans¬ 
porting them. 

When he had sent this letter, nielancholv took 
pos»cssi(Hi of him. A sudden vision sln*wed him in 
anticipation the gladness that Helen would feel on 
the receipt of this note. The two uccasioiis on 
which she had visited the rooms in the Rue Lincoln 
had been holidays of the heart to her. What a 
deception was there o waiting her on the morrow! 

“Come, come,” said Annaiid witli energy. “In 
one short month 1 shall be in London for the 
season. On my return they will be spemling their 
holidays awajr from Paris, Tin’s ugly story will have 
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;i better ending than many (ifhei*ft. Poor Alfred! 
There is still time to act as an honourable man.*’ 

He said this to himself, and onr miserable hearts 
are ingenious in duping thenjselv^'s, that while 
he said it he believed it. 

It was a little after two o’clock in the afternoon 
of the following day, when Helen Chazel entered 
this same diMwmg-room m the Rue Lincoln where 
the day before her husband iiad spokem, and 
her lover retiected, in a manner that would have 
prostrated her soul with despair had she been able 
to know their words and thoughts; but she was 
aware of but one thing—her deep joy at seeing 
her lover again after so long a time. The past 
forty-eight hours had seemed endless to her. When 
passing in front of the servant she had experienced 
a slight impulse c>f nervous emotion, although she 
had her veil over her face, and the man would 
probably never know her name. Joy at this meet¬ 
ing prevailed—joy and also anxiety. Since she 
liad lost the intoxicated certainty of the early days' 
of their love, she never parted from Armaud with¬ 
out asking herself: 

“ How shall [ find him next tinief ’’ 

And now again, while he was relieving her of her 
niuif and cloak, she was at once enraptured and 
uneasy. She toc>k her veil aud then merely 
said to him: “ How do you do! ” lajung her head 
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upon the* yoiiDg man’s shoulder and looking at 
him. This look was sufficient to enable h<*r to 
discern on his countenance the prenionitoi’y t<ikeij8 
of the impending conversation. He had said noth¬ 
ing to her, and already she knew that he had not 
brought her to show her albums, tliat the excuse 
of the preceding day for not seeing her was a false 
one, that an impoidant event had come to pass. 

Hut what event V On the occasion ot their 
walk in the Jardin des Plantc's, just two days 
before, he had been more coaxing, more loving, 
less reserved than was his wont. She had almost 
ventured to leel aloud in his presence. A sudden 
transition had again ruffled the intimacy between 
them. What w^as he going to say? He had 
forced her to sit dowm without giving her any 
other caress tlian the stroking of her hair with liis 
hand, and he b<‘gan to speak to her, relating 
Alfred’s visit of the previous day, the result of 
their explanations, and the meeting in the Jardin 
des Plantes. 

“You leproached me for being over-prudent. 
You see now whether 1 was wrong in telling you 
that he Avas growing jealous. What did he say 
to you in the evening? ” 

“Nothing,” she replied. 

Although this birth of jealousy on Alfred’s 
part, and the evidence of his deception tow'ards 
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liei’Relf were faets i»f inipni’taiice to her 

security, what (‘iiiefly eoucerned her at that 
moment was to ascertain Imw her lover had de¬ 
fended his love—tlieir love—anrl she asketl liim : 

“ What did you sav t«> liiiu vourseli^ ” 

‘‘If I alone liad been invidved," returned Armand, 
“ you can understand that I should not have 

ft 

resorted to subterfuge in the pri'sence of such 
loyalty. In shorty 1 liave Avronged him, he has a 
right to every repaiation, and I should have lelt 
it a gieat reliel' t<» oflbr him such; but you were 
implicated, and I gave him my word that thei e had 
never been anything but the relaticms of friendship 
between us.” 

Tie paused for a moment, and then went on Avith 
Ausible irritati«)n. 

“As it has never been our custom, neither his 
nor mine, to have tAvo siicli Avords, one true and the 
otln‘r false. In.* belit‘A"ed me, and fur the moment he 
is quieted.” 

She listened to liim ami looked at him, while he 
himself looked at the fire, his elboAVS upon his 
knees, and his chin on his hands. She was asking 
herself: 

“ If we Avere driven to such an extremity Avould 

ft 

he love me sufficiently to go aAA^ay Avith me, to 
give me all his life and to accept mine? 

She was silenf, absorbed in the expectatioij 
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of that which was t(» follow, and which she could 
not yet foresee. On his part, he employed his last 
phrase in continuation. 

“ He is quieted—for tlie nnunent,” he repeated, 
and he emphasized the last thre(‘ words. “ But 
our relations will l)o rendered vei y ditiicult ones. 
You see, when a man is not suspicious, everything 
that should serve as a proof against, serves as 
a proof for. When a. man is suspici« uis, the contrary 
happens. Am I right 

1I(‘ was einl)arrass(‘d hy tin' silence in which she 

■. 

continu(‘d to look at him. Leaning back in her 
easy-ehair, her hands extemled on the two arms of 
it, her lips jiarted, she wat<‘hed, panting'as it were, 
for a ghaim i)f teinlm’ tmnihoii »)n her lover’s face. 
She read on it nothing but the diy roHeetiveness with 
which men S(‘t forth the data of a pmee of business. 
His viuce espeeially—that voice whose slightest 
tones she knew, the voice which always made its 
way inti) the remotest chambers of her heart—ah! 
that voice had a eruel, almost metallic harshness. 
Weill ’twas another episotle to join to the tale ot 
her prolonged martyrdom, the torture of a living 
creature chained to a de:id soul wherein that 
which caused her to writhe in anguisli did not 
awake so much as a vibration. Nevertheless, to 
this question, “Am 1 right,*’ she replied in a voice 
choking with anxietj"; 
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“ It is possible; ycm are a belter judge of such 
matters than 1 am.” 'r]u‘ii with aiieftbrt: “And 
what concluRU)!! tio vim diaw ? ” 

“ First promise me,” replied Armaiul, “ that you 
will not take ill what J am going to sa^ ti) you. 
Be persuaded that 1 shall never have any ol^jeet in 
view but your own interest. You di* not doubt 
tins?” 

Why did Helen bow her head at these simple 
words as though she had plainly read the latal 
words of nipture on his lips i Why was she 
on the point of crying out like the woman con¬ 
demned during the Terror: 

“ Sir executioner, a moment longer.” 

Ah I why does the heart that loves possess this 
second sight which increasos misfortune by the 
anticipation of them? 

“We must endure a separation for a short time,” 
the young man resumed, “until Alfred’s suspicious 
have been set at rest—four (»r five months, per¬ 
haps six, but not more. I will make all easy 
for you by leaving Paris myself, although it is very 
inconvenient for me to do so just now. But your 
peace is the first thing to be considered, is it not?’ 

He continued speaking, but she had ceased to 
listen to him. It was not danger that she perceived 
before her. AVhat was danger to her? Onl}’ one 
misfortune existed for her, that of seeing Armand 
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no more. Ho Kp<iko of separation for four or 
five months, pi-rhaps six, just as he would liave 
spoken of'the beauty of the clay, of a new play, oi' 
the paying of a visit. To him it apjieared a verj 
simple matter to be absent from the town in whieli 
she lived, to lay aside the sweet custeni <»f theii 

at 

daily interviews! No, no, the man did not love 
her. 

“And you announce fhis news to me calmly like 

«c 

that," she said; ‘‘and if you weie to love me no 
longer after this absenee, what would become ot 
met What would be left to me.” 

“ 1 entreat you, ” replied Armand impatiently, foi 
he felt that the lead in the conversation was slip¬ 
ping from him, “not to let us confuse the questions 
at issue. Just now we have to deal with your 
husband's jealousy and your own safety. Js an 
absence necessary ? Yes or no t E very thing turn s 
on that. ” 

‘‘But what if I suggest another plan to you," 
she asked. “My husband is jealous—be it so. 
My safety is compromised—be it so. Then, take 
me away with you. I would rather lose every¬ 
thing and keep you. ” 

And she devoured him with her eyes as she 
uttered these words. He was obliged to show the 
bottom of his heart this time. IShe was in one of 
these crises in which one stakes all to win all, to 
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loam—yes to learn tlie truth, to hold it, clasp it, 
lot‘1 it as thouj^h it wore a body, should death 
he the consequence 1 

“ You know better than I,’’ he replied, “ that I 
cannot do that, and the reason why I cannot. You 
were forg«dting your child. A wife may be taken 
from a husband, but never a mother from a son 1 ” 

“ Ah Islie exclaimed, why do you not tell me 
that you have ceased to love met Why these 

I 

phrases and this cirouniapection ? Do you think 
that I am not l)rav(‘ enough to look reality in the 
face, whatever it may be? I swear to you, Ar- 
mand, that it would be less cruel on your part to 
tell me everything at once. Arinand, say that you 
have ceascid to love me; I will not be angry with 
you, and will go away quite alone with my grief. 
A grief that you have caused -will still be some- 
tliing of yourself; but do not leave me in this 
horrible uncertainty, do not speak so coldly of 
going far away from me if ycu love me. Heavens I 
what I am enduring I ” 

Her mouth was distorted with emotion, her 
lireath came short, and tears started from her 
eyes, big, heavy tears that flowed duwn her cheek 
one after another, letiving what looked like furrows. 
bf'hind them. 

** It is just as 1 expected,” said Armaiid to him¬ 
self^ and these tears, instead of softening him, eney- 
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vated him even to auger. He did not Byiiipathinf' 
with tluH grief as he had sympathised with Alfred's, 
perhaps owing to that difference between tlie soxf^s 
which hriiigs it to pass that a woman’s grief is not 
always as intelligible to us as that of afelluw-iiian; 
at times, also, the feeling of cowardice that we 
feel when giving pain to a mfstrcss so provokes us, 
by lowering us in our own eyes, as to exclude teJi- 
derness. He had risen, and was walking about 
the room, thinking to himself: 

Why not put an end to the whole thing at oiice T’ 
Then In^ added aloud: 

“ r rciilly do not know what it is that makes you 
cry. In what T have said to you there was nothing 
that did not breathe the deepest affection for you." 

How could she have tailed to notice that already 
he no hmger made use of the word “■ 

“ But since you ret^uire me to speak frankly to 
you, I will obey you. No ; it is not only on your 
own account that I request this separatiim, but 
also on my own. There is now a banier between 
us, Helen, that a man of honour cannot cross.” 

“What is it?” replied Helen, finding strength 
enough to raise her pale, tear-stained face. 

“The unqualified trust of another man,” he 
answered brusquely. “When Alfred came here, 
to this very spot, ho did not speak to me of his 
jealousy only, he displayed such esteem and 
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tViondfihip towards me as I forbear from describing 
to you. lie suspected me, and lie came to me 
with open heart. Therf‘, is no bitterness, no bitter 
sentiment in that heart, Init lioauty of feeling, 
straight forwardness and siucenty of fricndsliip. 
No, Helen, I ean deceive tliat man no longer. I 
should despise myself too much if 1 did.” 

“Weill and what of mo.^” she cried, rising in 
her turn. This praise of her husiiand by lier lover 
c,ompleted her distraction, and anger was over¬ 
taking her. “Did I not trample upon all that, in 
order to come to y<»u ? Do you think that I was 
born for treachery and falsehood ? Did you hesi¬ 
tate for one moment alxuit asking me to deceive 
this lamest man, this confiding friend, when you 
wished to have me? Ah! you are n<»t asliamedof 
it on my account and you are on your own! I 
forbid you to speak of honour, and perjurctl faith, 
and betray(al friendship. You have no right to 
do so, seeing that it is upon yourself, upon your¬ 
self, understand, that it all recoils. Did you 
entreat me to be yours? Answer in your turn, 
ves or*no?” 

“Pardon me,” returned Arinand. “Let us go 
back to the facts. We loved each other. YoU 
were not a young girl so far as I know. 1 was 
not a youth. We were not making our first* 
entry upon life—we were both persons of expeH- 
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enoe. Is ibat not so ^ We knew whore we wen* 
going. 1 nweil it to you not to ooinproiuise yon. 
Did 1 speak of you to any living soul? 1 owlmI it 
to yon not to disturb your peace ! I am disturl)- 
ing it and I withdraw. .Ys to my coiisoieiii'e, 
pernnt mo to be the sole judge of what it euj<iins 
and what it forbids.” 

“And in six moiitlis,” replied Helen, “ will your 
conscieiiee be more fic«*onmu»dating? Come, be 
logical and frank. It is not a momentary separa¬ 
tion that you want but a ruptiin*. Let me at least 
hear yon say as much since y«ui desire people to 

esteem vou.” 

■ 

“Yes,” r(‘})}ji'd the ytmng man brutally, exasper¬ 
ated by the revolt of a woman usually so gentle 
and siibmissivi*. 

“ISo yon tliought that you were free from all 

dutv towards me?” she coiitmued. “You were 
« 

leaving me all alone in that way. You were 
going away. You would have written me five 
or six letters, and tliou that would have been the 
end. You would have uttered these fim* jilirases 
to yourself: ‘ We knew where we were gfuiig.* 

‘She was not a young girl.’ ‘We were both 
persons of expeiience.* I slionhl be eurious to 
know,” she added with that mournful irony which 
is imparted by rising frenzy, “just what you under¬ 
stand by that.” 
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“ What would be the use? lie said. 

“I waut to know,” slu* uliiriied vehemently. 
“I have a good right to know at least what you 
think of me.” 

•'Dtj you believe that 1 am not acquainted with 
your life? ” 

“With luy life,” Helen qiiOKlioned, crushed by a 
kind of stupor, whmh tlie young man took for terror 
at this sudden revelation. 

Ho you wish for f-iets?” he returned harshly. 
“ Well, you shall have them. Have you forgotten 
your intrigue with Monsieur de Varades I ” 

“ Ah ! ” she cried, “ nay, that is infamous. Mon¬ 
sieur de Varades! ” And she passed her hands 
wildly across her forehead. “Tell me that you 
did not believe that, I entreat you. My love, tell 
me that you did not think that of me. Oh I tell 
me, tell me, tell me I ” 

“ ] did believe it,” he replied, his ht-ai*t closed to 
the wail of his mistress by that keen, insidious jeal¬ 
ousy i»f the jiast which, by a strange anomaly of 
his nature, had always caused him some pain when 
by her side, although he did not love her. 

“ Then,” said Helen, frozen now by this reply, 
" f you believed it, why did you never speak of it 
to me ? If the thought of it governed you when 
you asked me to be yours, if you considered that 
you had less responsibility towards me by reason 
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(»f it, why <H<] you (‘ntcu’taiii iiu duul)t ahoiit it'' 
W<TO vou surf of it'' Had you s(‘fn it ^ Was 
there not a fhtiuce aj^aiiist it hein^ trin*— a clmiice, 
a .sin^lf fliaiife ^^dly, are you not a\sare that it 
is a Clime to take all a wonians heart, and to keep 
thoughts of tliat kind in one’s own 

“Tut!” he replied shrnoying his shoulders; 
“ you would have thought me pc‘rf»*ctly ridiculous 
if 1 had not been your lover Your past belonged 
to you alone, and 1 liad no right to call you to 
account h)r it any more than for your future. As 
to tlie j)ivsent. f know you well eiioiigli to be 
sure that you are not a w<»ijian who would take 
two lovers at the same time ” 

“ Tis a great lioiiour,” slie replu^d in an almost 
stifled voice She was pale as d»Mth The egotism 
and insensibility of tbe man she loved paralysed 
lier with such horror tliat her tears wouhl no longer 
come. Slie felt but one <lesire: to Jeavi* this man, 
to see no longer those eyes and tli(»se lips—those 
lips tliat she had loved so well, and wliicli had 
always lied so to her, since from the very tii\st ilay lie 
had believed this witlmut proof I Mechanically she 
resumed her eloak and inutf, and fastened her veil. 

“ Good-live,” slie sai<l It would have been ini’ 
passible for her to continue tlie conversation just 
then, so choked was sb«‘ with indignation. 

He did not try to detain her, and also said: 

N 
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“ Gnofl-bve/’ 

t 

She left the room, and he accompanied her, 
without a word l)e]n^’ spoki'U on eitliei hide, to the 
outer door, d’he lattei once closed, h(^ returned 
to the drawin«>;-rooin, where no trace ot the tiaj^iij 
scene enacted in it remained hnt the disairani;’**- 
ment of the easy chair that had been jnishei] aside 
by Helen as slje rose, 

‘‘All has passed off better than I (‘xpectod," he 
sanl to hiniself. “ How easy it is to pin them to 
the wall witli a little tact I Well! it is over.'* 

“It is over,’* he r(^p(*ate<l aloud with that strange 
feeling both of relict and oi distress whieli accom¬ 
panies the interiuptiini of love. “She was very 
pietty,” he reflected to himself. “Now we nuis^ lie 
on the look out tor revenge. But what revenge? 
Slie has not a note in which 1 speakfamiliai ly to her. 
I shall have the trouble of taking awav all those 
hi ties of hers at Madame Palmvrc’s. I will have 
them returned to her later on, whtai we have 
reached the stage at which she can say to me 
‘You gave mo great pain,* with the hdter of my 
successor in her bosom, between the chemisette and 
h(‘r skin.” 

He sat down again in front of the lire, from 

wiii('h he drew a tew sparks. 

• » 

**Ahl’* he Continued, “the after-taste of lilt* is 
too bitter I” 



CHAPTER VUI. 


Rf.vt^voe ! Such was scarcely the subject of Helen’s 
reflections while returiiiug from the Rue Lincoln. 
Tlic siuhicn blow which she hail just received had 
been too hi‘avy a one to leave room within lier for 
any otlier feeling but that of the ni(»st continuous 
and cnishiiig gri(*f. At the dinner table, <luring 
the evening, then during the niglit when alone in 
lier own room witli every light extinguished, tind 
slee]»less, then during the day that succeeded t») that 
night, and during the other nights and days that 
ensiled tor a fortnight afterwards, what slie pei- 
ccived unriMiiittingly and. witli the same cniol, 
uninterrupted clearness was the lirutal fact that 
hiid at last been grasped in its indisputable reality, 
the fact tliat her lover had never loved her! 

Not for a moment? No, not for a moment, 
seeing that when he had possessed her for the 
first time, ho had believed himself in the pimsessioii 
of the former inistresH of jMoiisieur de Varades, and 
periiaps of others. The smiles and reticences and 
uuresponsiveness and mistrust on the jiart of Ar- 
, maud were now clearly accounted for, and her 
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whole heiii^ reln'llod ngaiTiPt the miirdonniR in- 
jiistioe, JiK k1)i* C'oiji])firod wliat she liad ^iveii with 
wdiat she had r«'(.*i‘ivi*d. What 1 the* t(*iider 
reiinenieuts of her dreaniw, the iiohle inadneRR of 
her deal’ love, the idolatiy nf liei e(‘HlrtRi(‘H, the 
Rincerity of tlie Raeritieefi made without legi’etoi re- 
inorRe to gis’e happiiieRs to the mini she loved, all 
this wanted upon a lie, a void, as vainly as the 
loaves driven by the wind along tin* walks of the 
old garden in wliieh tlioy had walked tog(*ther, as 
nsolesRly as the niott‘R dancing in a .sunbeam on 
tlie edge of tlie window in the little room during 
those afternoons devoteil to thi'ir ho’es. 

Devnted to their loves? Yt's, slui ha<l loved 
deeply, madly, and alas! for nothing—to find 
herself looked upon as a Woman that jurssed from 
one intrigue to another, as one that had loosed her 
rf>be for tins man and for that, as one that eolh eted 
seiiRations, just a.s i>theiH collect fans or trinkf'ts. 
Ah I sin* could not endure the injuRti(*e of it. T« 
be depnved of the sight (»f Arm and—for on tlie 
day following the explanation that had proved so 
tragh-al to her, Alfred had reeeived a line fnmi his 
friend aiinouneing a teinpoiary abR(*nee necessi¬ 
tated by business of importance—yes, to b© 
deprived of the sight ot Annand was an anguish 
to her, but .she pr)Ssessod a M’ea})on against this 
anguish : the coutoiiipt with wbith she had been 
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inspired by Ik-t biver’s poverty of heftrt, liy the 
iinplac-able epitism of the mmi that tlie InBt 
coiiversution had revealed. 

IloAV should slie ever ai’eiistom her heart to the 
iniquity f)f this sainti being whom slie iiad so 
greatly loved. He had parted from her abruptly, 
and unworthily, but the reoognitiou of the extent 
ot her love for him would not have caused her so 


much sufferiug as she had endured. The martyr¬ 
dom, the iiit(»lerable martyrdom consisted in tlie 
impotence of her love, not to command a return, 
but to make itself meiely understood. She was 
like one under senteuco (»f death wlio is willing 
indeed to die, but whose worst agony is tlii- power¬ 


lessness to exclaim befoic death: “I am innocent.*’ 


How keenly he had made her feel the imogant 
outrage iuhieted by his honour as a man, for it was 
in the name of this honour that he had sacrifice*! 


her. Ah I had he loved her, how lightly he would 
have held this honour, just as she had lightly held 
her own; but how c<ju]<l he have loved her since 
from the very iiist he had believed her guilty 
of deception? She used to come and say to him : 
“] have kept myself for you,” and he useil to say 


to himself: “ After Monsieur de Varades! *’ All the 


proofs of her atfeotiem—and how slie had lavished 
thorn upon him!—had been shattered against this 
invincible ccuiviction, and yet, heavens! her alTec- 
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tion was real, as real as tlie lil'e which had bepn^n 
onlv on the dav when she had come to know him. 

t •• 

And she could hear hm vt>ice Ra^iiig: 

“We were both persons of exj>cricnce. Do you 
believe that 1 was not .’icquaintcd with your life? ” 
Oh! what injustice, what hideous injustice! 
Slie sobbed her heart out at the thought of it. 
8he came and went, a prey to continual feA'er, find¬ 
ing no more rest for her jioor burning head tlmn 
for her poor bleeding heart, and inwardly given 
over to a medley of emotions—dcsjiair for happi¬ 
ness that was lost for ever, keen regret for her 
absent lover, frenzy at having been misunderstood 
in the noblest and most genuine of her feelings. 
To repent of having belonged to this cruel Armand 
before the hour of her supreme deception, was what^ 
she could not do. Love, suljlime love had im¬ 
pelled her to the act, as sublime as itself. Sub¬ 
lime level “No,” she now exclaimed, “Idiiid, in¬ 
sensate love I” 

And she walked to and fro, at random, in her 
room like' a caged animal, and ever, as against an 
irrefragable wall, she struck against this thought: 

“ What Tvas the use of ha^dng loved like that ? 
What was the use ? Ah! the lying, lying, lying I— 
What served to complete her provocation in the 
mortal crisis through which she w'us passing was the 
tender and untimely solicitude of her husband. As 
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he had no sn^picioii of the di'ania that was being 
enacted in t]ii« clistenipercd Koiih he wouM i-liance 
to say to hiT, in the ])e]ief that lie ^vas holding (»nt 
an agi-eeablo prospeid: “ We will make a tri}> as 
soon as I am free. Perhaps Armand will come with 
us." Or perhaps: “lam surpiiseil at not having 
heard from Arrnand. Has he not written to you ? " 

“No,” she would rejdy. 

Alfred now reproaohed himsiOf for the explan¬ 
ation that lie had liad witli liis frii’iid, feeling per¬ 
suaded that the latt<‘i hail gone to travel only in 
order to spare his j(‘alousy. He thought about his 
Avife's nielanelioly, he found it ever more inexpli¬ 
cable, and lie told himself that he had-deprived her 

of one of her few relaxations. Hhe, on the other 

' « 

hand, was profoundly sensible of angered pride on 
thus encountering her husband’s tnist, which con¬ 
trasted too sharply with tin* distnist of her lover. 
And then these plans id'traA^elling together, Avliich 
Alfred called up, W-ve they not the very ones that 
she had herself formerly cherished? They shoAved 
her AAUth only to(i great precision AA'hat might 
#haA^e been—those suimner muntlis Avh(»s«‘ intimate 
holiday-making she had imagined het(treliand. 
They would have liv’c*! togetlier by the sea¬ 
shore ill one of the villages of Normandy, 
Avhore the trees grow green to the A^ery 
margin ot the blue waves. Pei haps they would 
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'have seen together one of those Itnlian towns 
>vho8e mere names seem to slirond a promise of 
happiness wdth light. And then there came noth¬ 
ing hut freezing solitude, nothing Imt desertion ! 
He had not written her a note since their rupture, 
not a line of pity. But wdiy should he have pitied 
her ? Doubtless he htdieved lier aln^ady cornforteil, 
perhaps in the arms of another. Why not '' He 
had deemed her capable of liaviug \'ara<les before 
himself. Two lovers, three, ten, wdiat matters the 
total if there be more than one ? 

From day to day the keen pain of this injustice 
became more keen within her, and the pain resulted 
in a mad and morbid thought, yet the only one 
that could satisfy .somewhat the despair that raged 
in Iier heart. Yes, in those hours of angui.sh she 
conceived the criminal thought of indeevl com¬ 
mitting frightful actions, since she had been 
deemed capable of them, of being like the image 
that Armand had formed of her, like that fast and 
facile woman w'hom he had believed himself to 
possess. 

Moral life, like physical life, has its suiciflakN' 
fevers, its damning frenzies There are momenta 
w'hen w'e are driv<*n at all costs to renounce our 
inner personality, to aaaa.ssiiia.te it, to Ix'come an¬ 
other being It is especially injustice that producan 
these crises, mysterious yet so necessary, and so 
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natural that even children, like animals, an^ 
subject to tliem. Are not the best remloreil tlu^ 
worst by beiiiy beaten without bavin;* deservi'd it * 
The more Helen was sensible of having been 
irredeemalily inisumb'rstood, the more a I'ri^^htl'iil 
attraction inqielleil her bj bi'come just the op])OMte 
of w’hat she liad formerly be<‘ii. A vertigo seized 
her, ami, as it were, a delirious longing for degra- 
j;iation. “ ’'I'is too foolish,” she said to herself, “ b* 
have any heart.” 

This aj)]>etito for destructicm which works in all 
creatures siiiiultane<juslv with tlie sense of love, 
recoiled up<jn herself She set herself to attack her 
own inner nature systematically, as ’some men 
intoxicate th(‘mselves in analogous circumstances, 
glass by glass, in spite of disgust and, so to speak^ 
from a sense of duty. She began to exhibit 
strange phenomena of nervous gaiety in the ordi¬ 
nary affairs of life. She, wlio hitlierto had d<‘tebted 
light conversation, affected to till her talk with the 
moat direct allusions to the things of love. She 
sent for tliose works which, during the last few 
years, she had heanl sjioken of as being the naxst 
audacious, in order t<i have them upon her table 
She "was seized with a sort of frenzy for pleasure, 
and every evening there would he a party at the 
theatre to wliieh sh** brouglit Alfred, and she 
would speak of her intentions of going again into 
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Kocioty, and intcn st licmdfwjth Rnrpnsing activity 
in the disguise that slu* wastr* wear at a fancy !>all 
given by the Mallioilies, a ball for which Arniand 
was to have chosen her costmno. Her voice 
seemed to be of a higher pit( h. Sh(‘ laughed a more 
sonorous huigh, and at all the (leiminstrations ot- 
this painful nierriiuent Altivd, in spite of himself, 
felt affected by an indefinable anxiety, so com¬ 
pletely were her eyes cliaraeten’sed by that extra¬ 
ordinary brightness, her gestures by those nervous 
jerkings, and her words by that abruptness which 
occasion a dr<*ad lest a woman ca}»al)le (*f looking, 
gfisticulating, and t^ilkiiig in tliis way should sud¬ 
denly be seized by a fit of insanity, and should 
commit some exti*avagant and irretneAnible action. 

She was stranger still on tlie morning of the diiy 
on wliich she was to go to the Malhouri-s' ball. It 
was the first time since her (piarrt‘l with Armand 

r « 

that she was going out fordhe evening. She did 
not come down to br.e.ikfasf. Alfred, st ated at 
the square table with his wife’s cover laid opposite 
to him, and A\nth Ins sou on his right, ate without 
speaking, a jirey to the increasing distress inflicted 
upon him by tlu- mouniful oddness of Helen's behav¬ 
iour. She no longer seemed to bo aware of the little 
boy's existence. ** (,^»od morning, dear,*’ “Good 
night, dear^” and that was nearly all. !She, a 
mother usually so loving, seemed to .have the 
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maternal inatinet paralysed within her, and tor tlie 
moment sucli was indeed tlie <'ase. 

A settled idea produces upon the heait the same 
eft’ect as is produced by a lu’ight and niotionlfSR 
point nj>oi! our eyes; it hypnotises tlie which 
. it sways, ami limits its susceptibility to a tiny cirele, 
of sensations. It was iin])o8Siblc for the uidiappy 
woman to liave any feeliiif^ whatever in resjM id of 
her sfin, bi*eauae in lier condition of lueid abeiTation 
it was imjiossible for Jier to be sensible of his exist¬ 
ence. 

The little boy was raised on a liif»;h eliaii, and 
had that morniiifi: on his face the sjid, and at the 
same time perjilexed expiession of a-child tliat 
grieves without knowing why. A depth of unde¬ 
fined sorrow w\a8 in his eyes: his father was aware, 
merely by observing the way in whicli l^e ate with 
the tips of lus ti'otli, that a liiddeii trouble was 
tormenting tin’s curly head. 

“Have y(>u not been good this morning,’’ he 
said to him, “ that you are m sad ? 

“Yes, 1 have been good,” Henry replied, and 
TWBis again silent; then suddenly he said. l^ipa, 
what does ‘ to prejudice ’ mean ? ” 

“It is a wong done to a jierson unjustly. But 
. why do you ask me that ? ” 

“Because Mictte said the other dav that some- 

f 

one had prejudiced her uncle against her cousin.” 
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This expression, hoard f«n* the fiist time, and only 
half understood, had struck his childish iinagina- 
tioii, and he went on: “Could anyone prejudice 
you or mamma against me ? ” 

“ What notions are you taking into your head?” 
1 cplied the fathei*. 

He had just become Hcnsihle that his son was 
himself piii’ceiving the change in his mother’s dis¬ 
position. Ho looked at him, and felt that inclina¬ 
tion to weep which comes upon a widower at 
the sight of his orpliaii child—a poor little thing 
who has lost the greatest of earthly blessings, 
who does not suspect this, but who nevertheless 
forebodes and guesses irretrievable misfortune. 
Father and son preserved silence, when through 
the dinirig-rooin door, which had been left open, 
was hearij a voice, Helen's voice, completing an 
order t<» a workweanan, “Fur nine o’clock then, 
punctually.*' She was engaged about her ball- 
<h’ess. (She was not there where ln*i glance, her 
smile, would have cast such a ray of joy, and 
Alfred reflected upon the incomprehensible, and at 
the same time unconquerable disaster which had 
brought them all there, liiinsulf, his son, and his 
wife—especially his vrife. Heavens 1 what was 
the matter witli her? 

He was still tliinking of this many hours later, 
in the brougham that was taking them both in the 
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rlirfotinn of llio Rm* ilii ]>ac, wlioie llu* ^rjillumn'R 
lived. Slio v'»M in tlie corntT (»f llic witli 

pu'^vdoi'od liair and iwo patehes at ihe ruvinT of 
hiT tljin, [)ale cliceli. T}u*p<»wder, aiid the patcljcs, 
and tin* dark touelies that sin* ha<l put round lit*r 
eyeK, in wliioli tlie tlanio of fever waR burninjiij, im¬ 
parted to licr b(*auty RoiiK'tln'hg dangerous, and diR- 
quieting, and more iiiace<‘Rsiljle than ever to the man 
who waR sitting by liei side, and looking at Iut 
without venturing to speak. 

Her neck, Tiiobilo mid graec'ihl, issued from the 
furs whieli Jii<l her disguise as a Ihiwer-girl of the 
time of Lt>uis X V. She avovo ])ink silk stoekings, 
pink satin shoos, a lh>weie<l skirt, and dn hor soul 
was the mojtal blending of iienzy and despair of a 
woman who w<»uld ruin lierself with doliglii, lor 
nothing—for llie sake of litnng ruined and luinod 
for ever I Tlirough the brougham windows, tin* 
glass of wliieh she liad lot down in Older to inhale 
something of the kemi niglil air, she watched Iho 
houses filing past, and the picture presented by 
Pa^^s after the teals of the day. The shops weie 
flaming on the ground floor; the cafes wore o]>t‘n- 
ing their doors to eustonieis ; the wind was sending 
a quiver through the g’as Haines that outlined the 
notices of the theatres. Along tlie Boulevards, as 
in the Avenue de I’Opmi and in the Bue dea 
Tuileiies, there was a moving crowd. 
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Of what was this orpwd in quest? Of pleasure, 
and of notliiug but pleasure. She Jiad purRU(‘d an 
ideal which had proved most false ! It was time to 
live like the re.st. A wuinairs amusement consists 
»»f coquetry, of iiitrif^ue. 81io would be a coqiu'tte. 
She would have lover’s—yea, lovera. She rep(‘ated 
these words, in thought, with .strange passion, for 
the face ot the man she had loved had just ap¬ 
peared again before lu'r recollection, and with it 
the unbearable palpitation of the heart had Iregun 
again. Ah! between that face and hei’self, be¬ 
tween that memory and her heart, she would put 
.otlier faees, other memories I 

Yet, how he had mocked her! Slie now at certain 
moments felt a genuine hatred towards him. By a 
sort of backward crystallisation, slu* multiplied 
rensons for animosity round tlie thought of 
Armand tliat she b<we in her mind, and she 

calumniated liim fiercidy on her own behalf. Did 

• 

not liis whole behaviour towards her bt*ar the 
stamp of abominable and daily calcnlatit»n? Wlien 
he had entreated hcT to bo his under the pretence 
that lie would not belii've in her love without this 
])rf)of, was it not that he wcuild not fail where 
anotlu^r had succeeded? Was it tnie even that 
Alfied was jeajuus? This was doubtless a pretext 
<levi8ed for tbe purpose of bringing about a nip- 
ture. And how carefully he had kept the name of 
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Varfitl<.‘s tf> himself, to throw it into liis mistioss’s 
teeth only at the last moment, \dthout p:iviiij;’ her 
time to justify hemelt! Slit* ouejht to have spoken, 
to have looked tor old hitters, to have found sram* 
testimonv. But whv? Would he have hi‘heved 

« f 

Ikt for an instant*'^ And hruisinpf herself’ afresh 

a,“gainst the poisoned p(>int of 1 njustice, she detested 

all inert in this man, she envied tluise who nn>ek 

the hateful race, the jades wlio take the initiative 

in fin’s <lmd <»f distrust and arc* fin* lirst to Ixdrav. 

lluw glad sin* would he to have* been one of tliem, 

toliave really had a dozcni intiignes before that one 
« • * 

with Armand, and tn In* able to t(*ll him so, and t() 
degrade hersell and him, and t<t i>ollut«‘t*verYtliing 
witliin her and al>nnt her. In i soul and hei body, 
until a pollution sueh as no water could wash away. 

She was enduring, while in this earn.ige, one 
of those tempests cd ]iassioii which she had to 
pass tlii'ough several times in the day, and ospe«‘ia]ly 
at niglit, tor sin* had not slept two hours out of tlie 
twenty-four during the past tliiee weeks. It 
was as tlnmgh a tide of bitterness were rising 
within hei, and the whirling of her tliouglits 
became so lapid tliat all idea of ambic-nt things 
was blotted out from hei eonscioiisness; and 
fthe did not emerge from her dream until some 
inevitable detail ooinpolled her to action, such 
as Alfred’s hand shaking her arm as th« 
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bronofham stopped, an(l liis voice sayiii^ to her: 
“ We have arrived.” The stupor of an awakening 
fi’Oin sleep showed in her eyes, and she recognised 
the Mai h on res’ gate. 

The house stood at the hack of a courtyard and 
was one of those oM mansions such as are still 
found in tluit jiart of the Fauhourg Saint-Germain 
with views ladniid over vast htretches of garden, 
while in front there is the narrow, populous, 
noisy street. The house was let in floors, and the 
Malhonres occupic‘d the second. The lofty wiinlows 
wen‘ gleaming, and the shadows of the various 
couples w(u-e thrown in hlack inuviiig silliouettes 
upon the luminous glass. OM Malhuuiv, as lie was 
familiarly called, was a professor in the Ecole 
Polytechnhjue, a meiiiher of the* Instituit‘, and 
tnlorahly rich hy inheritance from his father, the 
celehraled inventor. He had thria^ marriageable 
daiigliteis, ^-inl received esery WiMliiesday. Twice 
a year he gave a fancy dress <laiice. (.)n ^ these 
evenings a general clearance was made. All the 
rooms, e\cn the sacaaf’s study, were in requisition 
for the entertainment, and although they were 
large and lofty apartments, they scarcely suIRced 
for the number of the guests. 

People used to visit the Malhourcs a great deal. 
Their house was in the lirsi place a centre of re¬ 
union for the great professor's former pupils who 
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Were Keparated by their mndeH i»f lib*; luln^iie 
also W'eut on behind the doors witli important per¬ 
sonages of the Academy of Sciences; hnally people 
were amused by the youthfulness <»f the three 
young ladies and the good nahire of their father, 

f 

whose appearance—a legendary one in the E(*ole 
—was in itself an element of mirth. He was Jingo 
and short, with eyes hidden behind lilue spectacles, 
a beanl ct)llar of greenish-white, clothes of extra¬ 
ordinary cut, and a ctmtinual nodding of the head. 
Though he [iresented this figure, it w'as prelendetl 
that the old man had once been a lady’s man, a 
gay dog, as the stud(‘nts used to say facetiously to 
one another. At twenty-two, he had ’discovered a 

ff 

theorem, which bore his name, and since then he had 
multiplied treatises after treatises. When, wearied 
by fourteen hours of work, he went out in the even¬ 
ing, he used to follow the young workwomen in the 
Quartier de I’Observatoire, wheie he then lived. 
He used to heap up engaging offers to entice theui, 
but he was so ugly—so ugly—that they laughed 
impudently in his face. The savant used to look 
roimd him to make sure he \vas not heard, and then 
murmur as a supreme argument: 

I am Malhoure, the inventor of the theorem I 
After his marriage he had grown somewhat 
teligious, but he had remained very cheerful, 

. especially Avhen ho had discovered some particu- 
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larly elegant iorimila during tlie *lay. vSiieli was 
doubtless the oaso that evening, tor he was 
standing on the tlireshold receiving the guests 
with liiH most cordial smile, although he <lid not 
recognise one j>crson out of ten; he had no 
memory for faces, lly his side, and grumbling,^ 
was his intimate friend, Professor Moreau, 
ealciilator long and lean, and as great a pessi¬ 
mist as Malhourc was an optimist. rlnst as 
^ladarue CJiazel reached the landing, and while 
she was leaving her furs in the care fd' the 
servant, the two }>r(»feS8ors were sjicaking of a 
lady wdio Iiatl just passed, Avearing a dress as 
outrageously Ioav as she herself was taded, and 
old Malhuure Avas saying to his friend: 

“ Well, geometry does not groAV old. The 
square of the hypotenuse is ahvays young.” 

“For my own part,” readied Moreau, “I can see 
Avhether a Avoman is hump-hacked or blind of an 
eye, Avhether she walks straight or is lame. But 
Avhat difference there is botAveen ugliness and 
beauty 1 have neA^er been able to conceiA’’e.” 

The piano aauis playing a quadrille, the din of 
the dance filled tlie rooms, and Malhourc clasped 
both of Chazel's hands, taking him for some one 
else, and calling him “My dear, my very dear 
Arthur.” H^len Avas looking, Avith strange feeling 
of envy, at the professors, whoso conversation; 
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she ha«l just overheiird. They at least WDiilrl 
never know tluit oinitinuous, settled torture wlncli 
brings witli it ineapac'ity for a thought foreign to 
itself, for study, for rending, f<f)r conversation! 

But she was alronjv in the hands of Madame 

ti 

Malhonrt*. and her tliree daughters, all four bting 
equally unreasonable, and having no object save 
that (if anmsing tiieniselves. 'riie mother was 
dressed as Ciitliernie de Medieis, and the tliree 
daughters as a gipsy, a milk-woman, and a CJaii- 
chois peasant. Their costumes savouied of work 
done at home, and fasliioned with elianee materials 
after the imgravings of the illustrated papers, and 
the same held gocjd of tin* toilets worn by these 
ladies’ friends. The men, on their side, seemed 
jUncomfortable in th(*ir black coats; several looked 
like people who had to get up early in the morning, 
and were computing tiiat every call from the jiiano 
robbed them of a little of their sleep. 

The talk that was flying about in the warm 
atmosphere was astonishing by contrast. Frag¬ 
ments of frivolous phrases alternated with thought¬ 
ful conversation. 

“ Don’t talk to me of these new theories about 
space that has more than three dimensions—” 
“Have you danced much* this winter, made¬ 
moiselle ?—” 
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“ALI what a geiiiub Caiiehy had, what power of 
aualywB!—” 

“Mamma, will you allow me to Hlay for the 
cotillon ?—” 

Alfred Chazel had lighted upon one of his old 
companions, and was coniniuuieating to him a 
long-cherished project of a new algebra.—that, 
namely, of order—and Helen, assailefl by the 
effusiveness of the Malhoure ladies, 'v^as telling 
herself that it had been scarcely worth while to take 
trouble about her diess. Thanks to the education 
received from her step-mother, and also to her 
lalks with Monsieur de Qucrnc, she liad acquired 
tolerably accurate ideas concerning society. She 
comprehended the distinction that sej)arates tme 
assemblies ol the woild from middle-class carnivals * 
such as she was now piesent at. NcA-ertheless, as 
she was charnjing in her pale blue and bright pink 
costume, and could read the triumph of her beauty 
in the envious glances of many Avomen, and the 
admiring gaze of the men, she gave herself up of 
set pm'pose to that seusatioii of success so in¬ 
toxicating to feminine pride, even Avhen it is a 
success that is despised; and she proceeded to 
dance every dance that she might exhaust the 
inward torture by jffiysical activity, and she de- 
osted only to visit tbe refreshment room and 
drink a little champagne. The Anne sent a triffe 
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of light and sparkling Irutli to Ikt head that was 
so weariod hy oxce.sRive thought. 

She was standing thus beside the table in the 
refreshment room, fanning herself with one hand, 
and holding in the other the cup containing the 
last golden drops of the drink whose vague 
enervati<»n was pleasant t6 her; her partner, an 
insignificant and 8uifi(;iently correct young man, 
who was <piite proud of having promenaded witli 
her on liis arm, was trying to talk; he was 
speaking of the new play, a middle-class comedy 
which Monsieur do (^iieruo had cruelly ridiculed 
one evening, and Helen was replying witli praise 
of a work which hitherto on her lover^s authority 
she had considered detestable. At the mere men¬ 
tion of the actors’ names and the title of the play', 
she could see herself in a box beside him, and a 
flame coursed through her blood as she suddenly 
heard close to Iicr a voic(‘ that completed her 
emotion—that voice ?—no, but the voice of Mon¬ 
sieur de Varades, of the man who had exercised so 
fatal an inllueiK'e upon the destiny of her love, the 
voice of him wlujse name Armaml had flung in 
insult into her teeth during the scene of their 
rupture. By what cruel mystery of fate was the 
ofiicer here, almost within two steps of her, and 
talking without appearing to see her? 

Had she been able to reflect for a moment she wtmld 
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fiave deemed the preKoiiee of old Malhoiiro’sformBr 
pupil as natural ob her own. Wan she not at tlna hall 
as the wif‘* of an old hdlow-student of He Varadee? 
Sl»e would also have refleoted that living tor niontliR 
and months, as nho had done, apart from the society 
fiequented hy heiMnishand, sIk* was ipioraat of the 
movements of Alfred’s coin])anionR. Hut. in her pre¬ 
sent state of inorldd ovei-exeitenient, this sudden 
meeting struck her with a sort of alui<»st terror- 
stricken stupor, whicli wfis immediately n^placcd by 
a fresh swe^ep of her secret grief, of that maddeuing 
grief which made Jier long to cry Fire! and Murder! 

Without paying any further attention to 
what her partner was saying, she hooked with 
devouring curiosity at De Vara<les as though 
she had not met him for years. He was a hand¬ 
some fellow, slenderly built, and muscular all over. 
'J’lie oontiasl in colour between bis hair, which 
had become neaily white, and his moustache, 
which had remained very dark, gave a sinp^lar 
aspect to his refined head. A low forehead, a 
honked nose, eyes that were somewliat too small 
and close together, and a flashing glance, in wliich 
bravery and temerity could alike he read, caused 
his countenance to be vaguely suggestive of the 
profile of a bird of prey. The stift'ness, as of a 
uniform, assumed by the officer's evening coat, 
which he wore in a military style, was all that was 

ir $1 / 
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fiirtlior required to Ning](‘ Lim oxif and rendov liini 
rcinarkabl(* in an UHseinblv ’wherein the wearied 
race of the men of desk and study was predomi¬ 
nant. Since the audacious attempt at Ihmrj^ep, 
Helen had mwer seen this disquieting' individual 
coming: towards her without feeling: dindy unoom- 
fortalde, so stmsihle was she'that in him she had an 
enemy ca])able of anythiiif^. And now, a prey to a 
maddeniiif? ulceration, she wouhl on the contrary 
have liked him to ajjproach her, to pay her 
attentions as lie did formerly. 

Yes, to pay her att(mti<ins, and she would 

not bo childish and silly as she had been 

% 

before. In her miserv and madness, she went so 

• ^ * 

* 

far as to regret her former behaviour! She had 
been a loyal wite^ and what had this dune for her? 
Only brought her to an hour when nothing in the 
w’orld remained to her savt* an incurable wound in 
the most sensitiv«* poi'tiini <»f her heart. She 
di;ank a f(‘W more dn>j>s of chanii»agne in order to 
relieve her thoughts, and De Varades, off whom she 
never to(>k her eves, turned in her direction. Did 
he sec lier for the first time, or had he perha])R 
aiFected not to notice her? He bowed and cairn* 
to greet her, with the <‘xpressioii at once ironical, 
respectful, and freezing, witli which he us<*d to 
accost her at Bourges; and instiad of replying to 
it, a.s she did then, Mith equal coldness, she had i 
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m her evea and a smile on her lips. She held 
out her hand to him, and after the first politi* for¬ 
mulas, immediately asked: 

“Are you passing through Paris'^’* 

“No, madame, I am living Inne,” he replied; 
“ I was appointed professor at the School of War 
four immths ago."’ 

“Four mouths, and you have not come to see 
us?” slie sanl in a coquettishly reproachful tone of 
voie(*. 

“No, hut 1 hoard about you,” replied the young 
man, and to himself: “How Pans has changed 
lier ! " He detested her deejdy, first because slie 
had wounded his pii<lo, and then by reason of 1 lie 
inlanious conduct of wliicli he had been guilty 
towards her. He had boasted of having been her 
lover, giving details in proof; it was not true, and 
he could not forgive her for the irreparable wrong 

that he ha<l done her. Ah! if the calumny had 

% 

only been like those fdhers that are stated aloud 
and that it is possible to grasp I But no, it passes 
from'ear to ear and from lip to lip until it reaches 
a man who might have loved this woman, and 
whose heart is stayed, suddenly paralysed by the 
terrible uncertainty concerning the answer to the 
question: “Has ^e that in her past?” 

To the youpg officer's credit it must be said that 
bfe had not seen so far. He had yielded to the 
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hidooTiR spito of inaRonlint' vanity, and it was ajijain 
this vanity whioil, on Iloh^n’s nncxpt'ctod r(‘Oo})tion 
of him, proinpt(Ml him to innrnmi an intorroft-ativo 
“Eh?” and innn(‘dia1oly to l)opjm again the love- 
comody that liad iorniorly lioen jdayod. A Avaltz 
was sounding—lln‘ waltz of for lln* second of 

the young Malhmivi' ladii^s ’<\’aR at the piano, and 
she, tlie ariisl ol tin* family, lik<Ml jieople to dance 
to classical subjects, wln'reas tlie eldi'st and tho 
youngest, wlm ))rided themselves upon being 
regular Parisians, doted on jiopnlar music, and 
airs fr<»in tin* operettas ami ninsieal cafes. 

“ May I have th(‘ honour of this waltz, niadame ?" 
asked L)(* Varmb's of Helen. 

“ Was I engaged or was J not? ” sahl the latter. 
“ 8o much tlie worse 1 1 re.store you your liberty,” 

she added, addressing the young man who had 
accompanied her to the iefr(‘shment room, but who 
through timidity did m»t venture t(» r«‘iiiind her of 
the promise slio had given of dancing with himself; 
and imineiliately slie was whirling round iti the 
ball-room in the aims ot !>(* Vara«les. 

She was whirling round, pndtier than ever with 
the feverish pink tliat coloured lier elu'eks and im¬ 
parted to them a tint similar to that of her stock¬ 
ings, her skirt, and her corsage, l^lic two patches 

at tho C(»riier of her cheek, her black eyes, and her 

* 

powdered hair, clutht‘d her with a sovereign grace 
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that, apart from feoliuf;s of stirred old long¬ 

ings in the young man's In-ait. He was speaking to 
her while they danced. She listi‘iic‘d tt) him wuth— 
strange contrast!—Armand’s image beftire her 
thouglits. “ Jf lie could see me,” she said to her¬ 
self, ‘‘he would have doulits no longer, he would 
triumph. Well! what does that matter to me ? ” 
This strangi' inclination to act exactly contrary 
to her inmost natuie, which, when light and artificial 
is called spite, was exalted in this distempered 
soul to the pitch of abeiration, and she listened 
with a pleased smile to what De Varades said 
to her. The latter, clever enough to discern that 
something extraordinary ^vas going on in Madame 
Chazd’s mind, and toc) desirous of requital not to 
take advantage^ of the opportunity, had again 
begun to speak to her of his fet‘lings. Jn passionate 
terms he depicted to licr his despair at Ktuirges- 
whon he ha«l disple ased Ikt, his vain ♦ittenqits at 
self-consolation, his resolve nevi r to marry for her 
sake; he gave her to umleislaml that she was the 
only woman he had ever love<l, and that he had 
sought an appointment at Paris solely that he, 
might meet her again, Ntwer had he dared to tell 
her 80 much at the penrd of their early relation¬ 
ships, and before his brutal assault. But to ail 
these falsehtjods, repeated over and over again 
during this first waltz, then in the square dances 
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which follDWod, and then in the quietude of iliu 
cotillon wliiclV they (lanced to^tdlier, she r(^B[>onded 
by such slif!;lit intcrjectioriK of doubt as encouraj^e 
.avowals. She seemed to be dtdirious for ef>queti’y; 
she spent upon this flirtation of an evening th(i 
fever that was preying iqsai her. Thus, a few 
hours later, the oflictT, on his return to his small 
abode in the Hue Saint-Dominique—a suite of 
apartments of which only two were furnisljed, the 
others being filled ^\^[th uniforms, weapons, and big 
boots—sw(»re inwardlv as he undressed that he 

a 

would cany this affair through with a high hand. 
From his grandfather, who had served under the 
Emperor, l>c Varades inherited the maxim that 
everytliing, in all (‘ircumstances, should be ventured 
with women. And so, when he laid his head upon 
his ])illow before going to sleep, he had resolved 
tp essay tlie j)ossession of Madame (’hazel, no 
matter whejpe, even thougli it were in her own 
drawing-i’i u)in, at the nsk of a servant's interruption 
“And this time she shall not escape me,” he thought 
to himself. “ vShe told me she Avas always at home 
between two and f our.” And he closed his eyes (jh 
the sweet lioj)e of repairing his former wrong. 

Poor Helen 1 Wliil<‘ this man, anticipating the 
temerity with which frenzy for injustice endurc'd 
had inspired her, was falling asleep over his 
dangerous plan, she herself Avas Avatching, a prey 
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to those memories each one of which was hnrrjiiig 
her to some act of madness. Her husband had 
been unlucky enough to say to her on their 
return to the Rue de la Rochefoucauld after the 
party at tlie Mallioures’: 

“I thought you had quite an antipathy to 

Varades, and you danced with scarcely anybody 

1 ^1 

“ Docs that make you jealous ? " she had asked 
nini abniptly. 

“No,” he had replied, “ but how is it possible to 

change one’s disposition towards peoplp in this 
«> 

way: 

“ I am what it pleases me to be,” she had re¬ 
joined, 

8he might at that moment have been forbidden 
to throw herself into the water, and in her rage 
for contradiction, and to lelieve her nerv’^cs, she 
would have hastened to the Seine. Pn entering 
her room again, she felt so unhappy that she did 
not even undress. She walked about in her ball 
costume until morning, and the champagne she 
had drunk, the bewiMei incut of the party, the 
fund of despair upon whicli her soul had been liv¬ 
ing for so many'hours, all united to confuse her 
understanding. 

“ Yes,” she said to herself at certain moments, 
‘‘’tis he that I must have and no other—^for the 
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time being,” she added with such implacahilitv in 
the imagining of ill as at dark moments relieves the 
heart somewhat, “and when 1 liave done it, when 1 
am low and in the mire, then perhaps I slialllor- 
get, and then all this will be over, over, over.” 

And when her soul recoiled at the wilduess (»f 
this monstrous plan, then, that she might, resume 
her inclination for the shame to which she was 
being dizzily impelled, she pictuied Armand to 
herself, she saw him with his eyes and his smile, 
she heard his voic<^ : 

“Do you believe that 1 was not acquainteil with 
your life ? ” 

“Ah! ” she would thou exelaisi like a wounded 
creature uttering a ciy, and she would streteJi her¬ 
self upon her bed with that whirl in her siek brow 
which was intolerable to her. 

In the morning she had an hour’s heavy sleep, 
visited with nightmare. At about nine o’tdock she 
rose to attend to household affairs, as was her habit, 
indolently and with soul roaming elsewhere. Ex¬ 
treme fatigue and, as it were, a dying languor had 
taken possession of her. After breakfast she went 
up to her room again, and, in spite of herself, her 
hands opened the box coiitaimng*Aimaud's letters. 
There were not fifteen—she counted them—and 
the longest of them had but two pages. tShe read 
them again, as she did nearly every day, and their 
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aridity showed to her even worse than »)ii former 
occasions. Every phrase in these notes miglit have 
been quoted without compromising her to whom 
the notes were addressed; and so there was not 
one that might have been traced in a moJiient of 
self-surrender, or to give passage to the overflow¬ 
ing of a heart. She had believed formerly that ho 
U8 (m 1 to write to her in this way out of regard for 
her peace, and she had been grateful to him for it. 

Fool I Fool! He wrote to lior thus because 
he (hd not love her, ])ecauso he liad never 
loved lier, and why should he have lov’cd her, 
judging of her as he did? In his eyes, what wjis 
she ? A w^iman Hke all tlie rest I Of what did he 
not believe her capable ? Of making use, perliaps, 
of his letters against him ? Her soul was bleeding 
again at every pore. Ah! what remedy was 
there, what remedy?—and as she was asking 
herself this question for the hundredth time the , 
servant entered and inquired whether she would 
see Monsieur de Varad(‘s. The officer had kept his > 
word, and had not lost a day in taking advantage 
of the permission to come and see her which sh^'; 
had granted him. 

“Show him fhto the drawing-room,” she said; 
suddenly the memory of Armand's injustice awoke 
keener than before, and the crisis of sorrow 
through which she had just been passing resulted 
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iu one ol' those rushes of fn‘tizy in wliirh sin* 
really no longer knew what she was doing. She 
went into her dressing-room. With a little water 
she removed the traces of her tears, for at tin* 
times when she renewed^ one by one, the details of 
h^r wretchedness, she used to weep, almost with¬ 
out pcu’ceiving it, and mad, as it were, tliiougli 
grief, she went down to the little drawing-romii. 

“How kind of yon to come to keep me com¬ 
pany!” she said, In>lding out her hand to the 
young man. Voluntarily she made liiin sit down 
in the arm-chair in front of her, the one in which 
Monsieur de Querue used generally to sit. How 
he had lied to her in that place! How he had 
misunderstood her! It seemed to her that she was 
taking vengeance upon him at that moment by 
this profanation of tlieir common memories. She 
herself took a seat on the couch which stood 
obliquely against the tireplace, in whicli the remnant 
of a fire was buniing. vSho looked at De Varades 
with eyes that did not see him, but he, as he began 
to talk, watched her with much attention. The 
obvious wildness that she displayed, the almost 
incoherent rapidity of her speech, the element t)f 
Hervelesaness that was manifested in her laughter, * 
in her gestures, in the movements of her head, all 
evidenced a woman that was half beside herself. 

T he evening bet ore D e Vai ades had i n wardly said 
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in explanation of her (•(»rjiu’try at-the Malhoures* 
ball; “ She wanty tc) make Rome one jealous.'* 
Then lie had not. discovered any one wearing 
towards her the ooiintenanee of a wounded lover. 
In the twilight in the little drawing-room he said 
to luTiiself: “'Tim she who is jealous, and wishes to 
be revenged.” Insensibly he caused the conver¬ 
sation to glide up«)n tlie sann- slope as on the 
]>revious evening; he spoke to her again of his 
despairing and melancholy feelings. She listened 
to him almost without reply, with the thought of 
the imlignation that Arinand would*foel after all, 
if he could set* lier at that moment. De Varades 
meanwhile was reasoning thus to himself: 

“ AVhat do I risk I Being shown the door once 


again as at Bourges'^ ” 

He made up his mind to take advantage of the 
disquiet which, as he could st'c, jiossessed her, and 
he rose and seated liimsclf on the eouch by her side, 
saying to her: 

“ Ah! 1 loved you dearlv! *’ 

* t I 

She turned towards him with a delirious expres¬ 
sion which lie took for the frenzy of sjiite, and he 
seized her in his arms. Was it that kind of 
momentary aberrati 9 n which at certain momeuti^ 
prompts us to the performance of actions in which 
later on we fail to recognise ourselves? Was it 
the domination of a distempered will by a will that 
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was fold and steady? To wliat extent did that 
frenzy fur degradation, that madness fi^r her own 
ruin which had haunted this hapless soul the 
evening bcfcjre, enter into her weakness? The 
fact remains that she ditl not defend herself against 
the young man’s embrace. lie grew more bold, 
and she was completely fiis. Yes, in that very 
drawing-room where formerly she had shrunk in 
horror from giving herself to the man she loved, 
she suffered herself, alas! to be taken by a man whom 
she did not love, and the latter was stu]>etied both 
by the ease <it his victory and by the corpse-like 
iustmsiblity encountered in this unlooked-for mis¬ 
tress, (jf wlioin he laid not even been thinking 
twenty-four hours ])ef<iie. 

De Varades had been gone for a hmg time, an<l 
evening was falling. Helen had nMuained in the 
same place, stwited in tin' same corner of the couch, 
as though dead. The enonnity of the event that 
had just C(mie to pass had suddenly dispersed the 
hallucination in which giief had been causing her 
to live during the past few weeks. What! she 
was the mistress of Monsieur de Varades—she, 
Helen C-hazel! No, it was not true, seeing tliat 
she loved Annaud. Where w’as she ? What had 
she done? Impelled by what madness ? 

And through the supreme horror by wliich she 

P 
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was poRseflsed on finding that she was alive, and 
that all was true, a Riuldon idea r(.)Re in her mind, 
the idea of seeing Armand. Why? She could 
not have told exactly, l>ut tlie desire had swooped 
upon her, irresistihle: she felt that it niust be 
done, and not on the morrow, not that evening, 
but immediately. She must speak to him, were 
she to dy from her home in order to find hini 
wherever he miglit be. At all rjosts she would see 
him. Had he returned to Paris i She would 
ascertain. In ten minutes she had put on a fashion¬ 
able dress and a bonnet, had eall§d a cab, and 
shivering with fever in a corner of it—how great 
a chaiige from the day on whieli a similar vehicle 
was conveying Inn* to the meeting with her lover I 
—was pioceeding to the Hue Liiieuln, 
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The t‘iib went slowly along: the stvoois, and every 
moment Helen said to liorself: “Sliall 1 see liiin 
again?” She was now faeing the irresistible 
thought, the mere app<'Maranee t>t‘ wliich had hurried 
her to the immediate quest of Annaiid wlien she 
had barely emerg«‘d from Iut horrible dehiium. 
She must be able to erv to this man that he had 
ruined her. Yes, she must do this, and he must at 

last believe her and understand the infamv of his 

*1 

behaviour. She would say to her former lover: 

“ [ am Monsieur de Yarades’s mistress, and von 
are the cause of it—you, your injustice, and your 
desertion.” And how eould the man help ))elieving 
her when she went on to say to him: “ Befoie 
knowing you 1 was pure.” 

This indisputable proc»f of the genuineness of hei 
iove, this proof which she had so greatly desired, 
she now held fast, and she would not let it go. 
Would not her present sincerity be a guarantee of 
her past sincerity? If she acknowledged the guilt 
of to-day, what motive of modesty, hypocrisy or 
interest eould prompt her to deny that of yester- 
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(lay? This Rtrai»^<* lonKoiiiiip; ai»pf‘are(l to her to 
(.•airy ■with it ii sort ni' ol>vi(msiicsK from which 
Armand could not cHcapc. lie would hclievt' her, 
and this should he her reveupfo, “ But liow will he 
receive me? Yet, wliat (I(»e.s it matter? I iviil 
spitmy misery and my sliame, and his respuiisihility 
for them, into his i‘ace\” 

* Her distempered soul found relief in 1h(» audacity 
of this plan, fc^he liated Armand now, slie tn-inbled 
lest he slamld bo absent, l(^'^l he should escape h(3r. 
“ Faster,” she said several times to the driver. 
Would she ever arrive soon enough? Slie reoog- 
jiised tile smallest iletails of the road—the road 
traversed with sucli lightm^ss of Inuit the last 
time that she had visited him! And the sei'iie 
which slio had heen obligcil to go through showed 
ill her mind still more teriible and ch*ar. Dtiring 
that scene she had bt‘cn choked ^vith indignation. 
Sh(* had been unable to make any reply. He 
could not have believed her then, but ht‘ should 
believe her now. She would show liim what bad 
been the di’ama of her existence for months jiast. 
She would at last lav bare all her heart's hidden 
wounds. She would make liim touch wdth his 


finger the wiu’k of death that he liad wrought, 
and she would depart, leaving him, if he had' 
any honour left, at least this hideous leinorse, this 
poisoned arrow in his conscience. Then sh€t‘ 
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thoiif;:ht.: “Ill what condition slnill I find him. 
What haw lui b<*en <ioiuj]f since our rupture?” 

At last the vehicle Kt() 2 )ped at the corner oi' the 
Rue Lincoln and the Cliamps-ElysecK. In two 
minutes Helen had gained the door of Armand’s 
house. How her voice shook as she asked the 

m 

porter; “ Is Monsi(*ur de Qiierrie at home i ” How 
comjiletely the aflirmative reply upset lier. She 
hesitated for a second in sjiiio of the resolve she 
had taken ; then slie climbed the staircase with 
deliberate foot. Ib‘i‘ hand ]»ressed the bell with¬ 
out hesitation. A servant's footstep ])ecame aud¬ 
ible. The door opened. It was no longer possible 
to draw bac*k. 

What had Armand been doing during that 
period in wliicli she had been in the throes of 
despair? Had she kn(»wn, evtm when in front of 
the open door, disgust would pm’haps have restrained 
her and drawn her back. She would have fled in 
horror from the threshold of the abode to winch 
she had come in or<ler io defend, not lier person, 
not her happiness, but the truth of her former love, 
as we defend the memory of the dead. 

The young man had spoken the truth iu his 
note to Chazcl. A ten days’ journey had brought 
him to an estate which he possessed close to Kantes 
—the De Querue family came from this town—and 
he had stayed there to arrange some business re- 
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specting farm rcntp, Tlu*ii he had retumed to 
Parifl, pemiaded tliat the* niptiire was a final one, 
seeing that during those ten days Helen had not 
hazarded any attt‘nipt at reconciliation. 

By a contradiction in his nature, too usual with 
him to cause him astnnishmeni, these early moments 
Imd heeii melancholy ones. He was one of those 
men who are moved by memories after having re¬ 
mained nearly indifferent to the reality, who become 
enamoured of the W’omeii whom they cast off, just 
as they regret the jilaces of wdiich they tired 
when living in them—a restless race, w^ho know 
nothing of the present but its \vearinesa, and for 
wliom the past assumes a unique and affecting 
cliarm from the mere fact that it is the past. 

Armand had never loved poor Helen; he 
applauded himself for breaking with her as for an 
acti(m that w’as most reasonable, regard being had 
to his own interests, and witlial exceedingly meri¬ 
torious, seeing that he had responded to Alfred’s 
generosity with similar generosity; but neither the 
grounds of interest nor those of merit could prevent 
him from thinking wnth painful emotions of the 
sweet and dainty mistress w’ho after all had never 
deceived him except for the purpose of pleasing 
him the more. Ta be sure he doubted less than, 
ever that she had had that first intrigue with De 
Varadesat Bourges, of w hich Lucieu Rieume had 
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ppokeii to him. What more ovideiii tnkoii could 
there have ln'cu of this than the inaimov in which 
she had received the aceuKation? Immediately 
she had b<)W<Ml her he^ad, and had, as it were, 
collapsed beneath the insult. 

But even tliou^h he liad had two, thix'c, four 
prede(‘essors, by whal righf liad lie been indignant 
against her ? IJad she in>t displayed during their 
connexion all the loyalty of which such aniouis an* 
capable? Had she ever manifested so much as a 
trace of coquetry towards any one ? Had she made 
him jeahaiK for but a single hour, with jealt)UHy sueh 
as women of the world, more abandoned in this than 
abandoned women themselves, do not hesitate to 


inhict upon a lover, in order to gratify tin* pettiest 
impulse of vanity, to please a man who has some 
claim or other to celebrity or who has merely been 
noticed by another woman. No, Helen had been 
perfect toAvards him. The conscionsness of this 
pleased and at the same time tormimted him, for, 
if she flattered his pnde, she also rendered more 
present to him the faded charm of a love which he 
had not been alilc to enjoy at the time when he 
dreaded its obligations. 

But Avhat he regretted in Helen, even more than 
her gi’aciuus tenderness, Avas her physical pcrs<in. 
From the time that he liad hecijine her loA^erhe 
had, contrary" to all his piineiples, remained entirely 
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Vaithfnl to her, ami this lidelity increased in him 
he exactitude of the memory of the senses. He 
jould again see in thought the room in the Rue 
de Stockholm, and on tlie pillow that refined head, 
its eyes laden with mysterious voluptuousness. 
Slight and scarcely observed details recurred to 
him : a certain fashion that she had of leaning her 
pretty face over him, the aroma which hung about 
her kisses and their special flavour. 

A yearning then seized him, against which he 
employed the infallible remedy to which be was 
accustomed. He felt that he must place between 
Helen and himself bodily shapes that might afibrd 
his senses a pasture of beauty, bosoms fit to 
serve for the modelling of cups, sinking shoulders 
worthy of statues, supphi hips, slender legs, and 
skilful ^caresses. 8uch instruments of forgetfulness 
abound in fii’st-class In »uses c»f pleasure. The young 
man used them on this occasion, as on others, even 
to excess, so that when Helen rang at the door in 
the Rue Liueoln, she had come to be almost as 
great a stranger to him as though he had never 
known her. 

He was turning over the leaves of a book, l>ing 
rather than sitting in an easy-chair, and waiting 
unto it should be time to dress in order to rejoin 
some dinner companions at the club. He was in 
condition of pleasing \veariuess which heart- 
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le»H pleasure always brings to men wlio are wIm' 
enough to ask nothing of women but the enjoy¬ 
ment of palpable beauty. Helen anrl the intrigue 
of the previous mouths were, so far as he was con¬ 
cerned, shrinking into a background tliat each day 
made more inaccessible than bc^u-e. It Avas an¬ 
other chapter to he added” to the otheis in the 
mournful romance of gallantry in the course of 
which his feelings had been cxJiaiisttMl Avithout 
being expended. 

Already, as he thmiglit about it, he had ceased 
to teel anything imne than a sick spot in his heart. 
He was sorry for having so greatly mi8underst<»od 
Chazcl, but a satisfied conscience softened this 
Bori’OAv. Had he not unhesitatingly sacrific'd to his 
friend’s confidence all the pleasure that his intrigue 
might still liaA^e brought him ^ Accordingly, he 
experienced the most disagreeable of surpiises 
AA’’hen, after being iiifonued by his sciwant that a 
lady Avished to speak to him, he saAv Helen. She 
had riot taken tlie trouble to put on a A^eil. He 
perceived at a glance lier AA'asted countenance, her 
discoloured eyes, her bright and steady gaze, her 
bitter lips. Mechanically, he pushed ah orm-chaii 
towards her, which she declined. 

“It is not worth Avliile,' she said, “what I 
have to say to you Avill n(»t take long. 1 shall 
not take up much f»f your time.” 
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“AVpH/'Ik* to liiiiJholf, *■* aiiotlier scene. 

It. shall bo the last.” 

Tht‘ ooiMplctc absence of physical desire result¬ 
ing from his recent d(‘l)jniches, made him singu¬ 
larly dry and hard. lie reflected that it had heen 
very stnpiil on hifTpart not to c]<»se his door against 
her, and h(‘ torthwith d(‘tcrmined to cuter into no 
exjdanations, and to ke(*]) lier at a distance by tlie 
employment of the most commonplace politeness. 

“I feel quite put out,” he said to her, just as 
tlioiigh there had never been i^^ything but tJie most 
oflicial relations between them ; “I (mght to have 
callt'il on you after my return, and th(‘n a dozen 
wretched trifles pi evented mo. You know liow it 
is when one is on tlie point of going away. I expect 
to be in London towards the end of tlie month.” 

“Do not trouble y<jurself to make excuses,” 
Helen intermpted, shrugging her shoulders; 
“ what is the use? Whv should you have eoinef 
To avoid compromising nieV 1 will ilispeuse with 
such delicacy on your part. I'o tell me again that 
you do not love me, and have never loved me, and 
to see me sufler ^ You are not a monster. All 
that you had to tell me you told mo. Do not be 
afraid,” she added with a nerveless smile, “itis not 
to resume our former conversation that I am here.” 

8he paused as though the words that she was 
about to utter wore already burning her lips, the 
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JipR parched by ro many I’evcjish m^btR. Slichad 
epokeu in ro bitter and 'witljal ho fjjrave a voice 
that the young man felt a pang. On seeing hor 
again he had expected a pleailiug Bct‘ne, tlie eagei- 
, a})peal iif a forsaken iiiistieps W’ho entreats lor but 
a day of tlie c)ld hapjiiness, and the Roleniiiity of 
Helen's accents lu‘ralded *a prayerleRR, hopeless 
revelation, tidings such as to lier ap}>eared of tragic 
import.auce. Was she going to tell him that she 
was pregnant ? Or had she in an hour of wildness 
confessed everj'thing to her husband ? She re¬ 
mained silent, and it was Iur turn to be impatient. 
“ Speak," he said, “ I am listening to you.” 

“ In that last conversation, whicli -once more 1 
have no wish to resume,” she went on, “ you told 
me that you were acquainted with my life. You 
even entered inlH) particulars by mentioning a 
name, the name of MonRieur de Varades. 5lou 
asserted that this man had been my lover.'* 

“ I told y(»u what had been told to me,” he said 
with emphasis. 

And that you believed it ? ’’ she questioned. 

‘‘ As people do believe such things," he returned; 

“you misunderfitood me, or else 1 expressed myself 

badly, very badly.” And he thought: “ Slie is 

* * 

going to produce some letter or other from her 
pocket, witnessing to De Varades'R deep rcRpectfor 
her,” He recollected having written similar letterp 
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to former njistrosKeH, to be shown to one having 
special privileges. “A ft)oliHli discussion/’ he 
stghed to himself, “Imt how is it to be avoided?” 

“Well,” she retorted with strange energy, “if 
you are tohl tluii iioav, you jiiay believe it, and 
reply that you have it from a sure source.” And 
looking at liim with an air at <ince of triumpli and 
of despair, she added: “ I am JVlonsieur de Varades’s 
mistress, do y(Ui Inur?” And she. repeated: “I 
am l\loijsi<‘Ur de Varades's unstress.” 

Arinaiid listened tr) her r<‘petition of these words 
hy whieli she was inllieting disianjour upon herself, 
and liis feeling was one rather of pain than of sorrow. 
It appeared to him as well piteous as insane that, 
impelled by some sickly appetite for drama and 
emotion, she should thus come and tell Iiim of the 
l enewal of her amour with lu'r former lover. On 
the other hand, ho had not, at the period of liis 
first suspicions, be^en in possession of an absolute, 
indisputable assurance r^‘specting the guilty nature 
of the relations between Holen and De Varades, and 
now she liad come to denounce herself to him in so ' 
hnital a fashion that he could not help feeling a': 
spasm of base jealousy; and he replied with iuvol- • 
untary abruptness: 

“You are perfotdly free; how do you think that 
concerns me? IWilcss,” he added, cmelly, “1 can 
be of use to you ? ” 
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“ Don’t pljiy the wit,” kIil* wont nii mure viulcnlly 
still. “ You ow’e it to me to listen to me ; the leiist 
a man can do is to listen to the woman he has 

i 

ruined. For you have ruined me ; yes, you, and 1 
wish you to know' it. Ah! you thought that I was 
lying, that I was showing <»fF to please you,'when I 
told you that I had never lidd a lover ] allure your¬ 
self; 'will you believe me now wdien 1 tell you in 
the same breath that I am to-day^ Jlonsieur de 
Varades’s mistress, and that I was not so befoiu? 
I have met him again, and 1 have givei> Jnyselt* 1o 
him. Do not ask me whv, but it is a fact. You 
See that 1 am not seeking to play a part, that I am 
not afraid of y^our contempt, that I hav^ not come 
to rene'w lelatioiis with you: but it is iMpially' true 
that I liave degrade'd and polluted all that is in 
JXio. And when I gavt* niy'self to you 1 was so 
pure ! I had m^tliing, nothing j»n my conscaenee I 
I had kept mysolf Ibr you alone, as tliough 1 had 
known tliat I was one dav to nn'et you. Ah! 

that is what 1 want you to know. A ^voiiian who 

% 

accuses lierself as I am doing now has nothing left 
to be earetul about, has sliu ? Why should 1 he to 
you now? Tell me, why? Y"ou will be forced to 
belie've me, and y^ou will say^ to y’^ourself: ‘ I was 
her first love; she did not deny herself because 
she loved me. IShe loved me as man dreams of 
heing loved, with her whole heart, her whole 
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being, and not in the pvi'sent merely, but in the 
past. And see 'v^hat I have made of the woman 
who loved me thus—a creature who has ceased to 
believe in anything or respect anything, who has 
taken a fresh lover in caprice, who 'wdll take a 
second and a tliird—a ruined wcnnan.’ Ye.s, tmee 
more, it is you wlio liave ruined me, and I wairt, I 
want you to know it, and it will l)e my revenge 
that you will never more be able to doubt it 
Ruined ! Ruined ! You have ruined me—you 1 
you I you I ” 

fcshe had hurled hu'tli these words iii a panting 
voice, drawing closer to Arinaiid as she went on in 
a convulsion of frenzy, and in the tone of her voice, 
in her looks, in the whole of her agitated person, 
there was that levelling ])ower of truth against 
which doubt in vain tries to stand. The kind of 
frightful, dishonouring proof of her former purity 
resting upon the cynical avowal of her present 
infamy became irrelntalile tliroiigh the evident 
exaltation which possessed her and whi(‘h did not 
suffer her to conreal aiiytliing in lier thoughts. 
But what rendered this reasoning still more decisive 
to the man listening to the miserable confession 
with a blending of astonishment and terror, was 
the sudden crisis of emotion wrought iu her after 
she had spoken. Passion, sated by this frantic 
utterance, suddenly gave way to despair. All at 
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onco slie looked at Arinarid with (‘yes in wliu-li tin* 
flush of indignation was drowned in tears, and 
uttering a shriek she sank upon the floor 

There, strctclied at length, slio began to moan. 
It was a slow, eontinnous sob, tlie dull, uniform 
wail of a dying erc^ature. It eamo up, up to 
Armand, and this supreme wail gathered intoitselt 
the echoes ot all the wails that she liad stifled, of 
all the sighs tf)at had boon <,*liecked on tlie margin 
ot her heart. It was the throes of many days 
breathed forth in a hist appeal. If on coming into 
contact with Alfreds distress, Arinand had ex]>er- 
ienced an iriesistibJe fo(ding t)f soirowful humanity, 
how much the inor(‘ and wnth how much gi’eater 
pow’er was he visited wdth this feeling now, on 
coming into contact with the distrc'ss of the woman 
lying thus on the ground ( The trail and potent tie 
which had united liiin to this vampiished being, 
the iine-onqum’able tie of mutual voluptuousness, 
suddenly ]»oiind him to her ane-sv. Me believed 
that he had forgotten her, and here, beneath the 
two-fold influence of unconscious jealousy and 
physical pity, lie wnis ,again finding within liimself 
feelings of wdiich lie had deemed liimself no longer 
capable. A passionate impulse prompted Jiim to 
fling himself upon his knees, and ho strove to raise 
her as though she had been his inisiress still. 
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“■Ilt'leij,” he «aid, “reonvtr yuiirself. In pity to 
me do not in this way. Stand np.” 

She obeyed, and slowly turned towards him her 
Hwimmiiig eyt's and parted lips. An expression of 
unspeakable gratitude passed across lier nnmniful 
countenance. lie seated her in an arm-chair, 
placing himself at her feet t<» wipe away her tears. 
Then she was able to speak again. 

Ah! ” she said, ‘‘ all is over—over! Ah I 
never again—! Yim do not ku<iw, Annand, liow 1 
loved v'ou, ht)W I love yon. All! why liave I done 
what I did*? Y«)U see, I was liki- a nja<lwonian. 1 
could do nothing, J could do nothing Imt love you. 
You were my whole lil’e, my whole faith, all that 
to me was noble and good. And tht*n, suddenly, 
it all failed me! I have, suffered so greatly! I 
could always hear you saying tliose friglrtful 
words to me. It was like a knde tuining every 
moment in my lieart. 1 waiit'Ml to forget you, to 
forget rnystdf, to destroy everything, uiihai>py 
woman! What liave 1 done? Why did I not 

Hi 

come to entreat you to take me back again, to 

* t 

believe in me? I should l^ave found words to 

i » 

convince ycui. Now, all is over. Do not touch 
me; I loathe myself.*' 

And she freed herself, and repulsed him. He 

I 

perceived that she had just seen the other, her new 
lover. Then she went on passionately; 
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“N«>! ! tonrnTitoi ! y«nn laiill. 

Yes, 'tis y(Hi m’Iiu fluiijjj me tlj»Te. lla<l you any 
light to treat me soAus’sver. Wliat wiong 
had ] dom* yon? W’Jieii liad 1 dfveived von’'' 

« a 

Wliv di<l you douht ijir ? No, mv love ’I'iw yon 
« • * « 

Mho aie so good, so k]ii([, wlenn I love so inneh 
Korgivt* me! Fmgive. me! (iiiet is lallmg ni'-' ' 

d’lius she lamtMited, revealing h\ tlie ieeiprue;j- 
tioii of her alternali'h r<*vilingand^oviiig utteiain’o^ 
the itieoheieiiee ot the leeling’s Mdios(‘ temj)est was 
sfiaking fn.r. 'rinm eaiin' leliei horn this fn-nzy, 
and she said : 

“Let me Ave(‘|) a little. It eases me. l>o not 
sjx'ak to me. Ih'o.vc'Mtly." 

And he left hei side, flow po-wei less he fi'lt in 
preseiieo of this outbreak of des|)an. He began to 
paee baelcAvards and tovwaids in the room, Mdiieli 
was heing’ invaded by the niidaneholy of the twi¬ 
light ; and 1 It hm’s sol Ling had giown (|uitt‘ humble 
now, (juite Ioav, almost like that of a little giil. 
Instead of the irantie reluLioii that there had beei 
at first, thevi' was a long sigh, eeaselehsly broken 
and ceaselessly resminMl, ^whieh (‘om])leted tin' 
young man's |K*rtuihation. He no longei tried to 
comfort ]i('i, and lu* tvita! no moie to contest the 
cruel evidei < e that had l►eeonle tix(*d 'witlun him, 
never moi(‘ to have him. Pity for such agony, 
shivering lioiror at sueh irretiievabh' pollution, and 

Q 
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tlii» sif^ht of tlio ovnol injustii'o whicli ho had coin- 
l)k‘iulo<l togotlic^r to tovtiiri* him. But 
what movo than all bcsitk* ovcrwlielniod him, and 
laid upon liis heart a W(.‘i<;'ht which In* could fool ' 
would tln'iK'otnrward ho iriomovahlc, wuk the fuel- 
of in’s own tonihlo rosponsihility foi' tho ruin 
(d this \V(»in!iM. What! it was throiij^h kimwiiiji; 

f 

him and loving him that tho uiihapjjy woman had 
sunk HO low ! #IIek*ii'K iiiHtinot had n<d doooived 
htT; he could doubt no loii^jjca’. lb* Is'liovcd h(*r, 
and in all rcHjiects. Ilo believed tliat kIk* had 
really loved him. He believed that beb )i e moetin‘j; 
him she had been jmre. He boheveil that tr(*nzy 
at an iniquitous desertion had led her so far astray 
as to throw her into the arms of another, and that 
he, Avmund, was the cause, the stde cansi- of it all. 
lie eniitmued to walk up and down, and (‘very 
time that ho turned to letiaee Ins st(*ps lie could 

see 111 ‘tween tin* dismally Imhted windows that 

• « ' 

sunken form, that face stnndiniLj;’out so pale against 
the background of sliadow! What had become 
of his indifiorence befon* Helen's entrance ? And 
liis power of negation, wliat had be. done with it? 
People Jo not ilispute with a death-rattle, and h^e 
had boon present at the death of a soul. It was 
too true that she asked for nothing and wushed for 
nothing, unless tliat he should see her heart Ifiid 
bm'e; he had feeeu it, he saw it still and the blood ■ 
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that fliuvofl from tlic‘ AVoiiml intliotod by hiinRoll. 
IloAV did they cnutmm:* thus without Rpeak- 
in^, he kHU walking, and sliu still woepinjjj'' In 
the end he went up to her, took li(*r liatid with a 
shuddei' at feeling this soft, daiu}), cold hand, 
raised it to his Jips, ami let fall iijion it the lirst 
fears that he liad shed ior y<*ars. In the dej)ths 
of the abyss of despair in whieh she was lyin^, slm 
could still liiid ])ity for lier tormentor's tears. “ Do 
not Aveop,” she* said to biiii, ami drawing linn to 
her, she }>assionately <‘ovenal In's faee with kiss(*s. 
He could feel burninj^ lijis traverse his eyes, his 
brow, his mouth. Tlnui she disen^a^ed herselt 
from him. She rose. Once again* had she just 
seen the <»ther. 

“ Ah," she i^xelaimed, in anguish, “ I cannot even 
comfort you now. (xood-hye, good-bye," she re¬ 
peated, “ and this time it is go<id-hye for ever.’’ 

She passed her hands ov(*r tlie young man's 
hair, and over his face, as though to convinee lier- 
self <if tile real e«isteni*e of the counteiianee she 
had loved so dearly, and then slie hntke away, 
liasteniiig towards the door. 

* “ Where are you going? ” he asked her. 

“I am flying from you," she said wildly, and 
already she was out of the room. 

The outer door had closed after her and he had 
not found energy enough to lollow Jier. He re- 
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inained stainlinf*' on tin* sjtof wliore pIio had loft, 
liiiii, UK tliougli ho Ijad been smitten with a Htroke 
of j)ar't»lysiH. A terrible dread suddenly sent aniey 
sliiver througli his whole body. What if Helen in 
the frenzy of her despair liad lied from liis house in 


(trd(T to kill herself? 


Foi a nionieiit lo* had la lore 


his eyes a horrible liallucjination—the shadow of a 

(pjay, tin* great, dim, moving sheet of n'\i‘r, and 

a wt man's ])ody rolled along in tla* iey water. 

In his turn he rushed awav. He descended tlie 

■ 

staircase four steps at a film*. On the footpath 


there was a woman going in the diieetion of the 
Cliamps Elysees. He hiuiied after lier, Tt was 


not she. 


H(‘ reached the x\venue, which was filled 


with a swaim of jaissengers and vehi(*les. How 
could he find her in such a eiowd i How guess in 
what ilirection tin* unhappy w(»iuan Inul fled. A 


drizzling rain Avas tailing. Ht* hailed several cabs 


in vain, and nut until lie had rea<*he<1 tlie cross¬ 


ways could he stop one. lb* gave tlie driver the 
address in the Hue dt‘ La IbK'licfoiK'auld, and on 
tlie Avay he, too, knew an anguish dnveii to the 
point of madness. But he was already at the foot 
(tf the street, and in front of the little house. M 

" 4 

was witli a trembling of his entire heart that he 
drew the bell nt the door, and askeil the servant 
V liethei* Madame Chuzel had (*onie in. On heaiiug 
the man's aftirmative reiily lie nearly fell to the 
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p'uimd in tlie cxcosk of his emotion. Ami t'ortli- 
,willi—for the play of the passions constantly eans<‘s 
ns to ooiilli(?.t witli th(‘sc countless tulles of exis¬ 
tence—ho felt like a fool in ]>resenee ol' the man, 
who stood aside to let him pass. How could Ik*, 
endure Helen’s ])reseiic*o at that iiKuneiit, or, inoie 

m 

than all, Alfred’s.^ Ho stamniere<i out a sentence 
alleging; that h(j had hji’gotten a piece »)f Imsmess, 
and saying that he would return in the evening. 
He throw hims<‘lf again into his t‘ab. 

“’Hie tliought ()f her son has saved her!'* ho 
said to liinisolf. “ 1 am at least not a iiiurdoror I" 



OEIAPTEH X. 

A FKW davs aftiT thin wonc, Arinaiid SMit CliaKol a 

ft 

letter rlated from London in wliii li he made his 
exciiRt'S foi not shaking haiidR witJi liis fneiidw 
Ijefore Lis final departure. To set foot af 2 ;;ain m 
the little Louse in tlie Rue de La KoeLefoueauld, 
to see again tLe two Leings wLose lives he Lad 
broken, but who botli Lad nevertheless only words 
of trust or forgiveness for him, to be piesent oiiee 
more at those moral throes whoso every sigh 
echoed in intolerable fashion to the very depths of 
his soul—this effort had been beyond Lis actual 
energy. He had said to himself when thinking on 
the one hand of Alfred’s probable melancholy, and 
on the other, of Helen and of the life that, she 
would lead amid such a bankruptcy of all niotiesty 
aud feeling: 

“ It is horrible, but 1 cannot help it. I naist for¬ 
get it.” 

And to put petty facts, in accordance with one of 
his favourite maxims, between himself and his grief, 
he had hastened his journey to England. During 
the yeais of his ciuelly idle and empty life, he had 
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(loTie hiR best to bepfuilt* W(*aiiin‘ss by ctjsiiiopdlitfiu 
\vam]eriiif;Hi. Hr liad ilius fonned tlim* or tour 
social centres for binisclf llirouj^li P]nropc. In 
London, especially, he had a lile leady iii.nli', riMans 
in Bolton Street, off Piccadilly, two clubs in wliicli 
t(» find hospitality, and twenty houses in which 1o 
be rei'cived as a friend. But this 'soar, when 
settled as usual in tin* tliree finnished apaitirieiils 
reserved tor him, he felt incapable of enteiin,i>' im¬ 
mediately uj)on the whiil of society, “f will leave 
my cards ni a few tlays,’’ In* said to liiinself. 

'fhe few days passed by, and lie had the same 
re}»ugnance to seeing his acipiaintaiices again, 
lie allowed a week to glide away in this manner, 
twt> weeks, three, and ho continued to exjieiienee 
an unconquerable aversion to all conversation and 
all ftiendly meeting, to all things and all persons. 
He went so far as to walk only in the evening, the 
more surely to evade the human face. If lie went 

t. 

out in davlinht, it was to take one of those two- 
wheeled cabs, tlie driver of which is perelied high 
up behind, and the horse in which trots so ([uiekly. 

Without an object, he liud himself driven at 
randtim througli the interminable streets of the 
huge citj". Small, dark houses succeeded to 
small, dark houses, squuies with railings and mise¬ 
rable tre(‘s, open spaces with discoloured statues, 
and boundless paiks with herbage browsed by 
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fipeMK'd 11 ]) at (listanl intervals. Over tlie 
iiioiistroUH aiit-liill exteiuleil the vault <»(' a K<n>tv 
sky, Sonietimes tla* Hiinl sky was wholly drowned 
in a yelh)w fog; at olh<*i linies the mist broke in 
pi'lting rain, or else fla re was a dim, cold azure in 
which coal-dust seiMuejl to lx* lloaling. A popula¬ 
tion was hurrying along these str<*ets, but Arniand 
did not lecognise a single 1 mci‘, :iud he would go 
on thus foi whole hours, alone with Ids thought as 
wlien he awoke, and dressed, and ate—with that 
thought which was always ]»resei]t and was always 
fdmilar to itself. 

♦ 

And what Avas it that was shown him by this 
fixed and t»)iturmg thought i Unceasingly, un¬ 
ceasingly Helen, and the terrible confession during 
their last intoiwiew shoAved itsell in all its details, 
and he could see the act wdiich she had avoAAvd in 
terms ho pitilessly precise and clear. She Avas 
eA'oked bci’ojv iiiin in the* arms of De Varades; for 
he told himself that after the first crisis of 


despair slic must Jiav'c relapsed 
vision inllieted upon him a leeling 


again, and the 
Avhich lie again 


compared to a Aveight upon bis hc*art, crushing it 


wdth sadness. 


This dull Aveight laid desc'oiided up(ni it on the 
day when she had lamented so tragically in the 
drawing-i'oom in the Rue Lincoln. And, as on 
that occasion, he endured an unbearable oppression 
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ill knowing' to he tlio <^!niso of tluH womaii'^ 

misery. After the pivscmt intrigiir‘ with 1 )c Vfu-iules, 
doubtless slie would hav'o otlwis. Is tin‘re <'v«‘r u 
elieek on that sli])])(*rv incline w]iu‘h lemIs from the 
second lovi‘r tothch'iitli^ Wlnni the habit and powi'i' 
of s«dt-resj)ce1, that nnn[nc pinn iple of all digmly, 
has been lost, what dike etui he Mj>pt)Kerl to the in¬ 
vading hood of t(‘ni}Nation ami euriositv ^ Helen 
was beautil nl ami w’onld la; coin ted. lb‘r sueei's- 
sive falls ocemred by antici])atioM now bi'iieath his 
ev(^s, lie could do nofliing to pn'Vent tiiein, anrl it 
was he, as she liad exclaiiued thnnigh lier tears, it 
was he wh(» liad ruined her. 

In |)n‘si‘m*(* of the image of tliis, woman’s life, 
he felt as though sol over against a being for 
wliom lie had ]K)Uied out poison with Jiis owui 
hands. Tin* inoital diseumposure of the face, the 
cold sweat, the terrible convulsi>»ns, liow could 
these he jiroveiited when the fatal drug was flow- 
iug in her blood? The vimoin of adultery with 
which h(* had infcLted this cri*atuie would aee«»m- 
plish its work ot destruction. What exeiise had 
he for liaviiig dmie this ^ None, Kt‘eing that he 
had taken her without loving her. Yes, if only he 
had loved her, if he liaj. vi‘paid her a little happi¬ 
ness in exeliange for the gift of her person I 

But to the inevitable humiliation of guilt he had 
united another ground’of humiliation, namely, the 
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niofit cnieJ (liKilliisioii. Of a (‘lulil nf}) in 
and l<^d astray l>y a jL^cnenaiH ai'tiT the 

incist elevated feeJiij^s, what ]iad ]ieinad<‘.^ One 
imde<'eived and in <»!' lorp-ffnlTiess. Wliat 

would Klie he in a year, and flu'ii in anolhei year, 
and ill yet anolljerlie rejicjifed IIh' et‘lehrate<l 
jihiase: “ \/f thr of Arnhio ivdl not tuceHitu 

fihifi litlir himl.”^ And he heiit ]>eneath the weight 
<tf rciinn'KO, a weJ,ii;lit so heavy, ah! so euielly 
h<‘a\y, tliat lie was rendered ineajiahle of any ex- 
j»t‘nenee save that overwliehnini;*, ( oniimmus eni!-!!- 
in^ beneatli the tlnai^^ht of tlie act eorninitled. 

“ Wliat an absurd niaehine man is»” he thoii^-lit, 
“and wliat eont(*inptible weakness this distress! 
To justify such reuioise I should of necessity be 
guilty, that is so say, responsible and free. Is not 
freedom an empty word, as also in eouse<[ueiice 
gooel and evil, virtue and viee'?’* 

He had thought iniieli on these questions in his 

voutli, and hail allowed as act urate the chief 

• * 

modern aiguments against the freedom of the will. 
He studied himself that, by applying‘them to his 
own case, he might destroy the moral misery that 
affected him. 

“ What am 1? *** he went on ; “ the product of a 
certain heredity placed in a certain environment. 
The cirounistanceB once given, I could not but fed 
as 1 fell, think as I thought; desire as I desired,” 
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And he dHcompoKed his own j)eis<Jiiality into its 
elements, as he had dune only t(>o often in his 
periods of “ Hainhjtism,’ as he called his finalytie 
crises of inward paralysis, lie iecop;'nisc<l the tiist 
he^iiinin^ of ]iis (‘^otisni in llie ahseiice of family 
life; he took <'.opfiiisanee of the fact that eolle^jl'o ht(‘ 
had too eaily jiollntcd his imagination, and the si^ht 
of the slaiighter in the civil war too eaily awaked 
his misanthrojiy. lie <'(»nld soe hinis«‘lf losing his 
religious faith l»y precocious reading, hecommg 
nninteiested ni all ambition foi lack of a cause in 
whieli he could beli(‘ve, and hi'causo he was rich 
enough to live without a proft-ssion. Thi'ii he 
watched tin* long, useless, ami fatal soiics ijf liiw 
love experiences unfold itself down to tin* hour 
when he had met Madame ('lia/.el. 

“ IT(»w could I liav(* judged of her othei'wise than 
I did?” he went on. “She in a measure threw 
herself at my head. Could I undeistand that this 
was the madness of a romantic, iriational, hut 
sincere nature? 1 thought she was a woman like 
the rest. I thought so, and it was inevitable that 
I should think so.” 

IJe tlirust tile words exjn'cssivc* of necessity— 
“it was inevitable”—into his heart, like a lover 
wherewith lie might raise the weight of his re¬ 
morse, hut the weight continued tliere sfill. His 
striving was in vain ; something within him that 
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WiiK Ktvuiig<‘r tluin lniiiw(.*]l I'oiiHtiaiiKMl liiio to coij- 
sulrr tlio author of thin woman b ruin. 

Then he exerted himself to devise some other 
proci'Rs of alleviation. He rovi-rted in iniai;inatioii 
to all the hultinfjj-places in their mutual intrigue, 
and lie passed along tliis load of perdition seeking 
for lh(‘ cr<»ssways, the momeiils when he might 
l)a.v(‘ entered and caused her to enter upon a 
diifere'it route. Why during the Inst few weeks 
of the I’hazels’ shiy in Paris liad he, when walking 
with Helen, taken pains to assume a sentimental 
altitude towauls lier''' 'fhat he miglifc appeal to 
her thouglits and intluoiiee them to curiosity. 
Could ho have liclpcd it? “No,” ho replied, 
angrily; “seducthm is a part of my nature, as the 
chase is of the nature of a greyhound.” 

A moimnit had come when he had perceived that 
Heltm was b(jgiiining to love him. Cmild ho then 
have withdrawn Iiimself from Jier life? Yes, if ho 
had believed himself to be hei tiist love. But does 


a man command hinis« If to hi.dievc lliis or that, to 
think in one way or aimthei What would be not 
now have given to jiidgx' of Helen as he foimerly 
<lid, and this was impiissihle just as it had been. 
imj>i>ssible that he si lould judge of her during that 
period as he did now! 

On the night before thcii first secret interview, 
he could again see himsell liesitating and on the 
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poiut of li(*v i) triilMul l('tt«T in nnl<‘i to 

break witli lici jx-lbiv fb<‘ iiv(^j)aral>li* lioni bad 
eome. ]>iit onnlrl lu‘ liave j)iL'VC‘ntod sncli or snob 
an fmiii l)(*l(*agnoiiiig Jiik Ihonglil and re- 

Rtrainnig bis p<'n i 

Ihii'ing tin* luniitliK oi tin'll miimi In* bad not 
loved In*!, .ind liis lark of r»‘(‘ling Iiad martyred 
her! Hni is oTinttijin tj» la* (‘(»mniam1(Ml, am! 
tend*. nn‘ss ' II lie lia<l lirokeii bvntalJv Avitli bei, 

thlR "vvas a I’nrlb«*r efloot ol' tlio poteney of id«‘as 

■ 

over the bniiian 'will. ^J'bt* jiereeplion williin bim 
of liis frij-nd’s sorrow bad been stronger tlian tbal 
of his misfri'ss’s. He grasped as through a magni¬ 
fying glass the internal nieehanisni of whieh his 
aetions hail been the visible sign, tin* tinal result; 
}n‘ bnrieil binisell in this ininiiti* examination oi 
his l>ast. 

Jt was all in vain. Th(‘ weight (>f his reinoise 
was still there, lie sneceeded in enn\ineing his 
intellect, and tin* eoiivietioii did not relieve his 
heart. His conseience, as the vulgar phrase has it, 
was tormenting him. liiit what is eonseiemee othei 
than an illusionA stone that has b<‘en thrown, 
and that feels itself rolling without even knoAving 
that a hand has thrown it, might also believe it¬ 
self to be the eaust* of its own motion. Its eon- 
Bcienee might rej»roaeli it for the ernsliing of the 
grass-blades in its path. Heinorseinight start ujdii it, 
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‘Tf I hnd fi Fsj^or'tn* ln>fnvL‘ iny (‘V(‘s in conse- 
quoiice of no luilhifination,” Aviiiaiid coiicludeLl, 
“slionM 1 plni’O cviMlnico in appnrifioiiH ? I shonld 
t(‘]l ]n;\SL‘lf that I saw a tro, an form, 

that tli(‘ fornlition of mv IkkIiIv’' nricans irjlln‘tt*d the 
<i|iKtHKinTi iipnn ainl tliat wcmld 1 m* all. Ijc^tiiio 
siiircr fi'twii my spr«’ti'(‘ li’]t must he ku, hut lot me 
lint hnliovi* in it." 

Tirranti d ! tinnd, nvil, mninisn, onnscifnco, froo- 
dnm—all sn iiianv unrnal apjiaritmns, so mamy 
hodilusK sliadnWK! lint thmn was indispntablo 
vcaliiv in tlio ruin nt a smil, and in tin* faot that a 
droadfnl destiny liad made him the instniinent uf 
its ruin. A ruined soul? Tliero are thou a life 


and a death of souls, something that fostei's them 
and Rte'o*thing that destroys them, after the man¬ 
ner of spiritual danin.ation and salvation. Then 
ho thought of Helen's soul before tin* final disaster, 
all ih<‘ ejjisndes of their eoinmon jiast reeurred 
simultaneously to liim, ami he interpreted and 
understoe#d them. 


Now that he knew the truth coneerning her, 
and the extent to which he ha<l inisjinlged her, 
the petti(*st facts in that past were possessed of 
unlooked-for sigmticance. llie mute inoments 
of his sad sweetlieart, lier melancholy, h(*r ctfusive- 
ness, showed to him in turn, and each memory 
revealed to him at once his ingi-atitude and 
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the strcMi^th nt ih(‘ ilmt lio hnil in^pircil 

How living 'WMK tliiMi that woniau’s Koiil! IIom’ 
iioblt* «‘vc‘n in ^uilt! What riclinw in its s(*iisi- 
bilitv! Wliat lulnoss m its (‘luntinnsl What 

ft 

<k'j)f]i in its SDiTnw, ainl whut nia^nilh\‘nc(‘ in it^ 
stnviii^’ after an ina( (*i\ssihh‘ ha|n>in(*ss And miw, 
‘in tile '^aiiK* SMiil, wliat inetiiieeahle pnlluti.in ! 

Ills i( tleetiniisI timed n]K)ij Alfi'iai, and hi* rooalh-d 
his 1 ast eonx ei'satinn wjlli tins man lie had sn 
iinwf)itlnly tlecejx<‘il. He ten po.ssessiMl a livnajL^ 
Roiil whenet* t;ushed, as frnni kindly s[)nnf^s, tmi- 
derness and lovaltv, all the* forces of liclit^f and 
lov(*. Thim Aiiiiand directed his thonf^ht to 
himself: “Alil It is I," ht* said, '** I Avho have the 
(load suiil 1 ” 

lit' let raced the coiiist* ol his youth. He saw 

4 

liinis<‘ll youiii;' ainl incapalde of devoting his 
iM-tivity to an id(*.d t.iith, a libertine incapable of 
steadying- liis lM*ail upon a jiassitm—]>tiwcrh*ss loi 
self-sin re IK lei, belief, h>vel He went over tin* 
fatal list which ha 1 been drawn nji certainly no 
less by his vanity as a H(*dueer than by his curiosity 
as a debauchee. He s«»Uf;lit again tin* naint'S and 
countenances of the women who had givt*n th(‘ni- 
selves to him, troni tlmse who had been his in 
rooms of infamy, where the mirrtirs of alcove and 
ceiling nmltiply the whit(‘neRs of naked charms, to 
iliosc. whom he had poss(*sse(l in luod'^sty and who 
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reqninMl iljjit boahromlcKlintlio 

kIuuIoav of lowered eiiitiiius. Wliat liad lio made 
of file firnt Mild of the seeoiid, of tlie iiiipai'wioued and 
(d the venal, of the roinitiitn and of tlie dei»raved„ 
of little .Mine and of dnhetto, of j\]adaiti(‘ <le Uiio'le 
and of Hell'dInptiunieiitmifsen^-'.itionjnid notliinii; 
moie. (‘ould ln‘lenieiiihei’a HJiii^le old' to wlioin 
he had l>een piod and lielptnl, and wlio A\as llie 
])elt('i foi having' known lain ' J’lie jnostitntes 
lie had eaiised to enijiniit an a(‘t of |a‘os!itn- 
tion aniojii;- a tlioiiwind otliers, Tlie aihiileroM's 
had lied onee more for Inin, llis soul had not only 

•r 

t>een dead; it had sjiread around it tlu' infietion of 
its o\Mj essential ileatfi. With his keen intidlc'et, 
llis iMve imagination, and all the im])]enientH of 
Kiipeiioiity lliat foi-tniH' had placed in his hands, 
yhat woik had he lieeii aeeomplishin;; since his 
youth? i\iid all was to end in the nioial assassiu- 
atmn ot a woman Avho Inul heli<‘Ved in liiml J 

'riien the weie'ht inei’cased in heiiMiiess and he 
sti‘ov<‘ anew. 

“ Lite and death of the son!! W Olds! Words] 

A tiiHinej eerehial alteiation and the soiil is changed. 
* ^ 

Thelnieloseo})e^vonldre^ ealthi'shglit ilisjiositionof 
cells whu h has it that 1 have never loved. Hut why,” 
lie addtd ‘‘dt'es this soul live In means of eertuin 
ideas ami die throtigh others*'' Why? T do not 
know, and there aie many othu things tlmt I 
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in»f know. J talk of thu kraiii. Wliaf tliu 
la.iin'r It is niatk*r. And wliat i.s matloi ^ Nn 
ouo knows, in) one uiuk'vstands. Wliat is tho nsi‘ 
of askiiiij^: Wky tin's or why that? TIiltc is l)ut 
out* qn(‘stion: Why anytlnn^V Ami tlu* only 
thinjL^ Wo i«*ally kiinw is lhal wo shall iirv<‘i he 
al>le t(» answer that rjno.stiwn.” 

He !> -KM'n oil the jLijult'ol’ fiiystiay, tho al»yNS "1' th<“ 
niikiiowahJo which soierioo ,sh'^^^^ In he at llio htisis 
oi’all thnii;;’li1, and nf all oxisloia'i*. BoiumIIi tho 
prnhloiji of Ills own ])arliou1ar destiny, h»* tniioh<‘d 
n[inii the prnhloiii of all destiny, and his jnnialjfaMi 
w.is so intonso th.it. lio Tolt a tempt.itnni to inti'rpi et, 
in a (loiisnlatnrv smso, tho nivslorv wln^roin ho 
ft.lt drowned should not (In* kov to tins 

ff V 

eiiJ^ma of life, iindoeijdMa.ihlo hyie.'ison .‘loomdin^’ 
to reason’s own .ivnw.d, ho one of s.il\.itioii, a k<‘\ 
that should it‘doem tin* iinivoisal distvi ss heio 
]»olow, that should rest«JH' life to <loatl staiK such 
as his own soul, and deep jioaoo tt> tortiin d <*i'n- 
scienet's such as liis own oonsoioin'o? Wlivslntiild 

ft 

th(To not be a lioait like to oiu own ho.uls .ind 
capable of pitying ns at tlie oi'iitre of tliat nature 
which lias nevertheless produced ns, ns with our 
bitter ur temh'r manner of foi ling, witli oni apiio- 
tite for the ideal and oui inlinnities, with oiir 
gi’catness and our depiavity i 

“ But then,” he relleeted, “ God would exist. I 

K 
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might throw myself upon my knoos now in this 
hour of suireriiig, and say, ‘Our Fatlitu, wiiicli art 
In heaven.* Our Father!*' 

Wlnm tlif* young man had reached this stage in 
his reasonings, t<?ars rose to his ('yes. Ih* who 
had known neitlier father nor motlier was caused 
unspeakahh^ emotion by this single phrase of tlie 
sublime prayer. 

Tlien he immediat(*ly go'w sttudy again, 
rhoiighls came to him that w<'re stroiigcT than 
such mystie effusion. He was disputing wit!) his 
■ntelleet against his licart, ami Ins int(‘lh‘et was 
dways vii’tonous. The ohjections to a Ixdiof in 
bid, diawfi from tin* existeiieii of evil, took shape 
lefore him. How reconcile a FatlnVs goodiu'j^s 
ivith that law of reveision which wills ^t that the 


uns of Kumu shall fall eeas«'lessly upon otheis? Of 
Helen and himself, which was guilty? Ilimstdf. 


^Vhicli of the two had eommitted a eriim* in lovci ? 


fliiuiself, by sedueiug this woman vithoiit loving 
n*r, sohdy to satisfy a wliiin of pride, weariness, 
ind sensuality. Who was punished ? Helen. Of 
he latti'i’ and Alfred, who was guilty? Helen. 
Who sufiered? Alfred. Thus the sin of each, if 
[;here be sin, bears its pcusonous fruit in tlie soul of 
inotbier, and tlie same solidarity governs all the 
•elutions of men among themselves. The sons 
itone for the fathers, the just foi the wicked, tho 
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iniioconi for tho piilty! Ah! liuw is if possible, 
in presence f»i' tins nnintoirupt(*<l tiansinissiun of 
misery, to believe in the existence of a pnnr-iph" of 
justice and goudiiess in that oliscurity beyond the 
day? 

“No,” said Annand to himself, “just as emus 
are produced by the co*nbiiHMl necessities of cir¬ 
cumstances and temperaments, so are the conse¬ 
quences of tliese acts (Lstributed at random—at 
least on eartli.” 

The mystic efftisifHI then returned: “On earth? 
Can there be then another worhl 'whereof this is 
but tlu‘ symbol or th(i preparation i But liow cau 
any link subsist between this and that ? How can 
any help come m hours of distress? Ah! if He 
Avere a heaA'enly Father, would not all suffering Do 
in his sight a ]>rayer ?” 

U’hrough the tumult of all these contradictory 
thoughts, the unhappy man perceived that grand, 
unique problem of human life whieli religion alone 
can solve, that of knowing whether beyond our 
limited days, our brief sensations, our fleeting 
actions, there be something which does not pass 
away, and winch can satisfy our hunger and thirst for 
the infinite. Arniand was perhaps to become re¬ 
ligious again some day; at the present moment he 
was not HO, and he answered himself: 

“ If there be nothing, why this tenible remorse ? 
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If thort* 1 ) 1 * snnK^thijj^, M^liy am I uiiaMc* oitliPr to 
(‘oncLMVo it witli my int(‘llt^ct. or to feel it with my 
lu‘art.'^ How can I ]mt an end to thij^ unhearalilo 
anguish ! How raise the weight that is stithiig 
me?” 

Tlic pnneipal ineidenls dining these gluemy 
(lays were some, letters from AlfiiMl, tilled with 
aftection and with com plaints about his wife’s 
liealtli, tin* satlness of his home, his anxieties 
for the future. Ihden therefore continued to b<‘ 


unliappy. 

“ Ail! ” ihonglit Armand, “it is possible that the ^ 
Words ‘good’ and ‘evil,’ ‘soul’ and ‘(rod,' have 
no kin<l (tf moaning. Fi‘r tlioiisands of ycairs 
philosoj)li<*rs havt* been disputing iiiconeluMiv<*ly 
about them, and religicins have been succeeding 
to one another and crumbling away. I liave 
measured the impotence of reason and I have 
not faith. But there- is need neither of reason nor 


of faith to know whetlier human miscrv exists, and 
to know that we oiiglit to do evciythiiig to avoid 
hciiig the cause of this misery.” 

We ought I As though we were free I But 
fren* or not, let us bo seiisihle of this misery and 
pilyit! Wlien the young man entered upon the 
new path of pity, he experienced, not absolute 
relief from his remorse*, but a sort of despairing 
tenderness' which at last moistened his heart. He 



A LOVE CRIME 


2G1 


pictured Helen to hiinseli’ when ejuite a little ^rl 
in a past su<'li as her confidences ha«l rov(‘ale(l t«) 
him, and he pitied her tor h(‘r sad ehildlmnd and 
her (»j)])ressed youth, lit* pitit*d h(‘i for her inar- 
lia^'e luidtnr tlienioial tlivtnce which had Kej>ar,ited 
h(‘r ti'uin iMiieti. lit* pitietl liei !<ii havnij^,'known 
himself, Arinant], for tlie words that ht* hat] uttiaeil 
It) h<T and which she hatl believed, 1t)r the kisses 
which he had asked of her and which slic hail 
;;’iven him. l»ut espcciallN foi that secoml l.ill, for 
that frenzv which had thro^\ n hei into tin* .inns oi 
Varades did he passionately pity her, ami lor all 
the errors into which this hist error would draw 
her. Ht* jiitied hi‘r for her liirth, tor hei existent t 
for her subjeelion to an uiictinquerable fale I 

He was now more sensible of her life lhaii ht* 
had been in the days when she hail been his, lost 
in emotion on his bieast. By a strange land ol' 
soul-tianspositioii he sutiereil from the soiio\vs t>f 
a mistress whtise joys he had been unable to share. 
Ho abode in thought within that siek heart, and 
the feeling of pity became st» strong and full that 
it overflowed from him u])on all life. 

When in the evening he 'walkt‘d along the 
streets and reached the sinister etfrnt'rs of tin* 
Haymarket and Itegeiit Street, the sight of the 
girls of diftereiit nationalities wandering there in all 
\Vxathers moved him to the bottom of his souk 
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Th(‘V walked in ilnMr <iarlv toilt'ls and aofoptcd the 

a 

passers-bj' in eveiy idiom. There wove tall, heavy 
GeriiiariR, dedicate h'reiKdiwomcn, and EiigliPh- 
wonien recofjjnipalde by taccfi that had often 
retained an exprespion oi piin'ty. The majority 
weie old, with fi<‘i’ee i^leaminf^’ in their ^aze. 
What lamcntabh* aJventiirep—eriminal onop, per- 
liajiH—had eapt thepe, foreip,’m'iP, tar trom their 
native iandp and lieiieath an ever-glooniy pky, 
upon t}i(‘ pavement of those streets, pitilessly tra¬ 
versed hv the biisv work of commerce ? And tin* 

t 

young, witii prtdiles as of angels—for there wore 
some Riieh—how melaneholy to see them pushing 
open tile bar-doors, and drinking large glasses of 
brandy at a flraught! They came out witii a littl^ 
colour on their cheeks and resumed tlK'irjnlgrimage 
of infamy, warmed by tin* draught of aleolnd 
against the rude climate, the sudden showers, the 
penetrating fog. 

Armand watched thorn going and eoming, ac¬ 
costing this man, abusing that, and talking among 
themselves. There was a whole po])ulace of these 
lost ones passing through the streets. Yes, lost 
ones, for nothing can save them any more than 
the prostitutes t»f luxury who go in pursuit of men 
with diamonds and horses, or the adulteresses, 
those victims of the search for new sensations. 
JJothiijg can save them, for there is nothing that 
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caiipavol kSninotinios, however, the Y<aiii^ man 
chaiicotl to pass in front of temples and to I’cmomhcM 
that th»iii8aiids of beings believe in ii Saviour. 

“But if I do not believe in Jlim," he asked liim- 
self, “ IS it inv fault ? A trm* Savnnir would be mie 
win) saved ev<‘n the nnaedulons, ev(‘n tlie rene- 
gudf‘s, ovt*n tln‘ ieln*llious, ev(‘n thoS(‘ wlio do nut 
lejnad, se<‘ing tliat they aie most ttj lx* ])itied I 
No, theie is no redem])1h)n, and Christ lias died in 

I 

vain ! 

'i'ljen In* per<*eiv(*<l life as the woik of blind and 
di'stnietive necessity, ol an <‘Vil i'oree inipi‘lling 
cii'atures to rum one another. Prostitution below, 
adultery abova*, sueii are the juvxlucts of tin* 
noblest of Imman feelings—love. Civilisation 
a])p<‘an‘d to him as a huge ui^* where the 
dishes are moie nunn'rous, t he wines more* heating, 
tin* gin‘sts a laig’(‘r er<)W<l; but on what mystu* 
plate Will the l)iea<l of ransom be found by those 
liiingeiing foi f«)rgivem‘KS ^ Meanwlnh* the orgi^f 
hums and roars, the women offer the fiuit of their 
red lips, a col<)ssal hymn of mirth eiieompasses tlie 
intoxication, every moment one of tliose present 
rolls lieneath the table, thunder-smitten by death 
who takes his victims at random; he is so ipiiekly 
replaced by another that liis disappearance is not 
oven noticed, and joy plays oii every brow and 
laughs in every eye. Joy? Yes, provided that 
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IK) tli(mp;li1 1 k‘ ^ivcii to oami distross, and 

furtlici tliiit one'll own niiserv lx* fiidnrod with 

ft 

fonriiii'L**; hnl lln* uiisorv (»i’.uiolliov—wlicn < an wi* 
find '•oiivMLi'o to oiifhiro lliat wln n we an* oiiisrlvoR 

itw (*ans('^ And sinldonlv Ins xiMmiw wniild fad(' 

■ 

away, and Iiik tli(Mirn‘S ainl dioann'ni;'s, to irivo 
pla<‘(‘ to tlio sole iinaiL;** Ih>]on in a;^oi*y. or uIko 
of Hnh'ii d(])rav(*d, and of llnsn Iwn nna^-iM 
Arniand noidd not liavo told whicli tortinod hiM 
Alimio'lif tin* nnist. 

“fan I )x> 111 lovo witli IwiIn* aski'd liiniscll 
i)in* morning* as liL* was ]isin.n, “ami is wliat i am 
taking lor rniiiorst* simply lovo T' 

He fonnd it impossihlc to answrr this <juofition. 
When a man lovos, he eoiicuives liapjiim^i^s as 
connnj;' from the wnmaii lie lovrs, and Imw nmild 
In* iniajL;ine a sintile ininnt< <»!'liajvjiincss <is etnniiiji^ 
IVoni Holon nowIIo nn^hi icHiin to I’.nis, tiy 
1 o rennw rnlalioiis with ln*i, cany her oil’, {.du* her 
to <i land where* eveaythinfi,' should lx* stranjj^i* to 
them, and where they mii^lit i'oi|L;et! Ih* ii*lt that, 
the wmrst follies eoniinitleil fnr lu‘i "would leinove 
notliin^'(tf his pn*S(*nt ani*‘iiish. 'riieiefore In* did 
not l«»ve her. 

J)iit then, "why this eruol throhhinp; of the heart 
at the nn*re thou^lit of tlu* act to "wliieli desjiair 

had led her? AVliv this (*ontinnal anxietv which 

«. « 

caus(‘d him at tlie •sight uf Cliazersletteis to pause 
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with truiiiLlinj;’ liand Indurr ojaaiing llicin, up 
Ji(* -wriv abuiit to load .soiiio iVosli iiil.n,L;’Uo 
tlial liad la-i'ii at. ]a^1 diKfovtMOil by tlu* iinliajipy 
man ? \\ l»y ^\as hr miablo to tako a book, or tsil 

down (o tabli', oi i^n out, or oomo in, ■without l)av- 
inj»’ tin* spr(‘tr(‘ oi'llns woman bosidr hnn. Vrt lir 
liad not. killed lior, ho laid not shod hor blood with 
liis liands. ^VllV tin’s nnwoaiiod rt'ourrom'e to 
tlicir niutnal relations witli tlio ovorlastin^-lolloo- 
lion as a d'‘sj>,inini^ baokMTournl : “•If 1 iiad 
known ^ ’ It ho had known tho wmtli ol‘ wdiat 
slu‘ i;avo liiin when slit.* ^yaK ^ivin;^’ it. to liini, if 
In* bad folt as ho was tb(.linf>' now Avlion sho usod 
to ooiuo and rest so tondoily, so sinodroly, upon his 
h(‘ait, if ho had had that in his heart towards hoi 
w'hioh was in it now, thou—thoai ho would havo 
lovod lior— ho would havo lovod hoi ! 

That inipotmica* to anno at oonijiloto oiuotiou, 
tho inaitM'doin of oL»;otisni to winoli [u* had hooii a 
viotiin, liis lack of ibolin^, his liarroii raiioour, his 
vexation oi‘ spirit m solitiido and distioss, all his 
moral miseries would havo boon brou^lit to an end 
if ho had had a simpler heart, if he had uiidorstood, 
if he had believed ! lit* lielievetl in her now, and 
it. was too late, lie understood her wdien she Imd 
eoasi'd to he pure, lie love«l her wdion sho hail 
endured pollution from the eiulearments of anothei, 
}le was discovering that lie had passed by lbe side 



20(3 


A iOVE CRIME 


of ]i{ippin(W. iKiw that tin* piirluiiitod palaro Avhich 
ho liiul tiavorsc‘d without it was closod to 

him for ov<t. He was bo^inuiiif*- to clienslj hor, 
like out* dead to whom he could never speak more. 
But om* tliat is dead n-maius slu*lteved from pollu¬ 
tions, au<l Heloii'^ “ All tin* ])erfiiines of Arabia,*’ 
he r(‘p(*:it(*d, rultlaiijLjf his hand Iiko the hlimd- 
stauied queen. '^fhe w<*i^ht was a^ain on his 
hoait. How could he (*ver remove it? 


But wliat if this remorse* w(“ro merely a mirage 
fostered l»v abst'ucc? Wl»en children are afrai«l of 

I 

a dim form at nighi, what r(‘medy dijes tin‘ir father 
adopt? He leads them to the object i)f their 
terroi, and by touching it cures th(*ir panic. What 
if he, too, tried this remedy? What if he saw 
Helen ag.iin, and with his own eyes im*asured the 
evil that he had wrought her'*^ “If is the only sti*j» 
that is left to try,” he said to himself one day, and 
he abruptly resolved to return to Paris. He had 
spent iinne than six weeks in preying thus upon 
his heart. 



CHAPTER. XI. 


What a charming’ ami c(iqiiL‘HiKh Kiimmor-likc Pant* 
Arniand })aHSc<l tlnoiigli ut going from the Kuc 
Lincoln to tlie line <lc La Rocliciomranlil <»n the 


(lay aitcr Jns ictnrnl It was two oVlock; a slight 
l)rcez(.‘ w’as <jnivtn’ing aimmg tlic grciai leaves «>t 
tljc tie(‘H in the (Champs Klysces, and the carnages 
were driving gaily al<»ng. Tliere was a liglit sncli 
as inaki'S all women pietty, hnt lii‘ had darkness 
within. 


Plis niemories rose from the pavement to form his 
melancholy escort, ami especially those of that cold 
winter night when ht* had i)asKe<l on foot through 
the same avenue on the evi* of their tiist secret 


meeting. An (Uitire yeai had m»t passc*d awa^ 
since then. How swift is time, and how it eariies 


away clianccs ol happiness with it! Certainly, he 
had been mournful even to death on that mglit, 
but not with the same sadness as to-dav, and vid 
he recognised that to-day’s sadness was of highe) 
worth than the other. He would no longer act as 
he had done. Had, then, his i’emois(* purilie<l while 
fortuiing him ? Js there, then, a stuirce of eimobh*- 
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inont in sori^ow? Hiif of wliat use is this nobleness 
if it only sci'nos to show what a emiinal uh(‘ we 
hav(‘ made ot om powcM's? 

11(‘ passed in tiont of llio Marehe de la Madeleine, 
and inhaled mi the wmni wind the aroma <if the 
bouquets ami ])lantM. lie reeolh-eted flint the 
previous winter he used t(» biin;^’ violets t<» liis 
mistress. Oil L*!U*-h oeeasion she used t<» ])laee one 
of 1h(‘s<‘ violets betw<‘en the leaves of some 
favourite l) 0 (»k. '^fhere was one that was quite 
tilled witli these loVe relies, one that she had lent 
(»ne day with these words written in her own 
handwritin^jj on the first pa,i^e: Take care of nny 
little flowers.” It was a childlike and charming 
token of the tender earefiiliiess whioli she bestowed 
upon the smallest detail of thc*ir mutual romance! 
And wliat had he made of this passimiate tender¬ 
ness ^vith which he had inspired her but a means 
of perdition? 

At last lie was in front of tht^ donr of the little 
!ious(‘. He rang, and had scareelv entered the 
narrow courtyard wh<*u a joyful voice cried: 
“Monsieur do Querne! Monsieur de Quemel” 
and little Henry (Jliaz(‘l, who was making ready to 
go edit with his nurse, ran up to him to woleoipe 
him. The child’s reception increased still moi’e 
the niehineholy of liis return. Ai'mand was paine<J 
bv encountering the brightness of affection in t|te 
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eyeH of tlie Ron of tin.* woijian wlioin he* li.ul tfn'tincil 
and the man whom lie li.id bet raved. 

ft 

“ Ik your father at home ? ” he aRk**d. 

“ lie's j^oiK' out,” rejilied Henry; “but iiiannna’H 
at lionie. Slie has been very ill while yuu weie 
awav.” 

I 

“ And now 

Sin* IR ln'ttei,” said the little boy 

Ilis imise was already leadiiifj; him .iway, an<l 
Di* t^liienie passed into the narrow entranee-hall, 
and elimbed the ied-earj)et«‘d wnodeii staireasi* 
that led to Ilt'len’s «lrawiii^-rooin. The as]»«‘et of 
thiiijjjR had not alt«*i(‘d—tlii>.se thin;^s whieli had 
been hini so eheiTfiilly plan and (*i>niinit.the eiime 
in lovi* f(»r winch ho had dniine^ the past two 
months bi‘en <;‘‘iin^ throu;;;h a teriibl<‘ expiation! 
How lij^ht had lieen his foot in elearina; the low 
steps of tliis staircase in the house of a friend of Ins 
childhood, when on his way to outrage that fii(*nd I 
Whither without our knowledge du our footstejis 
lead us ? 

He was shown into the drawing-room whei.-, 
Klee a robber, he had given his mistress so many 
kisses as soon as the master of the liouse was gone. 
Why had thcRO actions left him indifferent at the 
time, and why did the sick place of his Rensihility 
bleed so cruelly for them to-day? Tin* servanf 
bad uttered his name when opening the.doin’. 
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ifelen, avImi wmw sciitml near the widfov, and 
raised her lioad, layine;' her work upon 
her knees. He saw lier face, Avhich Avas still more 
Avorn than on tln^ dav of’ their last intervio\A% and 
her features became discomposed as thoufjjh she 
Avere ^oinp;’ to be ill. Suddenly he perceiA^ed the 
ravages that gnef had wrought: the eyes wore 
liolloAv, the lips <lrawn, the chin Avasted, and— a 
detail Avhich touclu'd him more than anything else 
—^lier gray dress, a dress Avliich ho had known the 
preAdous summer, lay on the shouldorsin folds that 
witnessed to the decline of the Avhole of her poor 

bodA''. 

« 

She. did not say a Avord to him, ami he, too, 
lemained for a moment Avithout sj)eaking. Me¬ 
chanically he sought Avith his eyes for the low 

arm-chair Avhich he used formerly t«) Avhecl beside 

•• 

her, in order to talk the bettor Avdih her. This 
arm-chair had disappeared, as avcH as the couch 
which formerly had stood crosswise at the corner 
of the fireplaijo. They had spent so many intimate 
eyenings together, seated, she on the eoucli and he 
in the easy-chair I It Avas no doubt for the purpose 
of forgetting those scenes c>f tenderness that the 
descried Avoman had banished these pieces of 
furniture from her home in this room. If he had 
knoAvn the true reason tif the change! 

He seated himself on a chair beside her, and 
taking her hand said to her 
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“I liavf cMJinc tn ask yon to toiji;iv(» me.” 

Slio M’itlalrew tJiat littk* Ijand wlioso almost 
coiiviilsivo tromhliii^- he Iiad tedt. She lookoil at 
liiin witli (.‘yL's u1‘ siiijjjnlai’ deptli. dark point 

ot tile ])U])d <lilated straiij^ely. Tlim iii a low, 
almost stith.'d voice sin* replicnl : 

“It is nut lor me tu forgive you. If you liiivu 
made me unlja])py, it was never your fault. All!'' 
she went on, “I am greatly clianged. 1 have l)<‘on 
ill, very ill, hut 1 wislied for my son’s sake, and for 
yours also, that you might not have that upon your 
eonseienee. 1 h.ive thought so niueh of you, 
during so many feverish nights! No, it was nut 
vour fault it vou were nnahh* to Jjelieve me. 

I n 

Heavens! 1 have greatly pitieil you!’’ 

Hu listened with inliniti* gratitude to these words 
of ehaiity coming from lips from which his injustice 
had wrung so many stdis. For a moment this 
forgiveness coming to him from his victim melte<l 
to tenderm*ss tlit* weight of renntrse, the alleviation 
of which ho liad so long sought in vain, and lie 
said to her in tones of deep emotion : 

“ What suffering I have caused you! ” 

“Do not reproach yourself for it,” she said, with 
that angelic mildness which caus(*d in him so 
strange a feeling at once of sadness and of con¬ 
solation—of sadness, for this mildness betokened 
80 great a Khattenng, of consolation, fur the balm 
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of tliirt pity tu tlu* most KPcryt rynesReFl 

of Ins winiiMlyil licart—Yt‘S,” s1m.‘ w«‘tit on, sluik- 
iij^ In-r lic.i.l, “i1 isiliis tliat lias saved me, 

and it is tliroii^li it tliat 1 have jndp^ed my life. 
\Vh<‘n \vf* j)art(‘d in the way yon know, T retnrmal 
liLTo nearly mad, 1 had to take to my tied for many 
days, and nnc(>.‘isin;j:lv 1 foninl the eves of tko man 
I had de(‘eiv'<Ml fi\(‘d Ujion ino with devotion and 
sad MOSS I ]ly what T sutFered, f understood the 
snflerin^’ (hat I had c-aused and the evil that I liad 
spicad around om.*. IMk* shame into which I had 
i'alh n ap})t‘ar(‘d t«» m(‘, and in the ])res<‘nce' of death 
I inwai'dlv vowed to mak<3 ovei y endeavour to be- 

• a 

eome <me(‘ more a Anrtuous wonitin.” 

Sho]Kms<'d; he saw clearly that she wished to 
speak to him of th(‘ other, to tell him that that man 
had not lieeii received at her house apjain; hut was 
not her silence after the last seiiteiiee 
elotpieid ^ 

“And then,” she resumed, “that was apjain for 
yoiu sake*. To (*ause y«)ii that remorso for liaving 
ruiiu'd me—ah ! the distraetion caused by injustice 
could alone have impelled me to sueh unworthy 
revenge. But I had seen you weep. I thought to 
myself: He will return to me some day if he is 
Bullcring, and if he be lud. sufFeiiiig, why cause him 
to suffer ? But no, he will return to me, and I will 
tell him to live in peace. There is now nothing’in 


sufficmntly* 
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my life but niy duty towards inysoii and liisfatbei, 
and you muRt know that I found stieugth I'ur this 
resolve only iu the reinnant <»f niy aifectioii for vou. 
But I have peihaps the nght to awk you for a pro¬ 
mise in (‘xcli.ing’O for wJiat I have given you.” 

Slie addc'd in a deep tone: 

“■ In iiu'iiiory of me, for we must see eaeh other 
no more, say that you will never trumph* upon a 
heart, that you will respeet feeling wheiever you 
may find it.” 

a 

He was silent. These last w(»rds, in revealing to 

him the transh)rmatioii wrought in this soul by its 

martyrdom, reassured him concerning the terrible 

anxiety of those eruel Aveeks in Loudon. Attei 
& 

[lerceiving all the rmii that may be riiiiltijilied by 
egotisti(‘al and mistrustful injustice, he felt the 
Biipreino beneficence of X)ity. It Avas through 
haAung pity for her lovei’s remorse, pity for her 
husband's loA’^e, pity for her son’s future, that Helen 
had been arrested in the fatal path. Jt Avas from 
pity that she Avas blotting out all their sad ami 
gloomy past. It A\as fnither from pity for hei 
husband and for her son that she might perhaps 
find means to Ih^e a life of repaiatitm if only he, 
Armand, pitied and assisted her. 

Thus, the principle of salvation which he had 
failed to obtain fnan impotent leason, and Avliicli 
the dogmas of faith had not giv'en him, he noA\ 


g 
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met with in that virtue (if I'harity which forepjoes 
all dcTnonatrationR ami all revelatiuiis—thouf2^hiB it 
not itself tho abiding and Kiipreme revelation'? 
And he felt tliat something had sprung up within 
him through which ho might always find reasons 
for living and acting—the religion of human 
eufForiiig. 
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paper by Messrs- Constable in their best style, and will be the 
lirst Cheap Edition of this admired book. The two previous 
Editions (Longmans, 1860, Bradbury, 1868) were both published 
at One Guinea. 

*' Ct'rtninly in Bennett, Bunynn fuiind his illustrator as unmistakably as 
author e\er did. The heads of Ignoiance, Knowledge, Mistrust, Help, 
Worldly Wiseman, Discretion, The Lust of the Flc^h, i’nde (to name no 
others), are the best commeutarv that the unmoi tal text can have. Some¬ 
times Bennett is teirible , sometimes he has the tenderesl grace ; but he is 
always a master. After rending this book no other illustiatcd edition of 
Bunyan seems possible ,”—Acadennj 

Devon lidilion. Cloth extra, he\ellcd boards, gilt edges, 6s. 

CERVANTES. 

DON QUIXOTE. The Translation of Thomas Shelton, 
lbl2-2n. With an Introduction by .fx. sun IIuntly McCarthy, 
and numerous Illustrations by Frank Branowyn Four Vols. 
Foolscap 8VO, cloth, lUs. net. 

The first Translation ever published, and still one of the best— 
a Translation by a (-ontcniporary into Elizabethan English. 

“ It is best to read ‘ l>on Quixote ’ in Spanish ; it is next best to read 
him in the English of Shelton ”— hdiinr. ^ 

-EXEMPLARY NOVELS. Translated by 

James Mabbe (1640). With Twelve Illustralions by Frank 
Brangwyn. Two Vols. Foolscap 8vo, 5s net. 

This Translation (of whicii this is the first Reprint) was re¬ 
issued in 1654 under the title of ” Delight in Several Shapes.” 
Both issues are extremely scarce, and this Reprint will, we 
think, be welcomed by the book-loving public. 

CHAFFERS (WILLIAM). 

THE KERAMIC GALLERY. Containing several 
hundred Illustrations of Rare, Curious, and Choice Examples 
of Pottery and Porcelain from the Earliest Times to the 
beginning of the XIXth Century, with Historical Notices and 
Descriptions. A New Edition. Revised and Edited by H. M, 
CvNDALL, l.S.O , F.S.A. Royal 8vo, cloth extra, top edge 
gilt, to range with the same Author's " Marks and Monograms 
on Pottery.” 35s. net. 

This New Edition, which has been thoroughly Revised and 
provided with an Index, contains over 100 more Examples than 
the First Edition, besides five in Colour, is in one volume Instead 
of two, and is issued at half the price. 
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CHAFFERS (WILLIAM). 

HANDBOOK TO KERAMICS. |l^xtractecl from 
the above by H. M. Cundall, I.S.O., F S A. Witli hundreds 
of Illustrations and forming the most useful Guide to Collectors 
It IS uniform with the same Author’s “ Hand-book to Marks 
and Monograms.'* Post 8vo, Cs. 

COOKE (.M. C., M.A.). 

A MANUAL, OF STRUCTURAL BOTANY; 

for the use of Classes, Schools, and Private Students. With 
over 200 Illustrations by Ruffle. Thirty-ninth Thousand. 
Foolscap 8vo, cloUi boards, cut flush. Is, 

- A MANUAL OF BOTANIC TERMS. New 

and Enlarged Edition. With Illustrations. Foolscap 8vu, 
cloth, 2s. 6d. 

By the Author of “ The Green Hand.” 

CUPPLES (GEORGE). 

A SPLICED YARN : Some Strands from the Life Cable 
of Bill Bullen. Illustrated by Fr\xk Buanowyn. (h’own 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 

A new book by the Author of one of the best sea stories eser 
written, and one that it is hoped will be welcomed on its own 
account. 

DALHOUSIE (MARQUIS OF). 

By Capt. L. J. TRoxrER. Statesmen Series New Edition. 
With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1 s. net. 

DASENT (SIR GEORGE WEBBE). 

TALES FROM THE FJELD. A Senes of I'opular 
Tales from the Norse of P. Cn. Asbjornsen. With l-ln 
Illustrations by Moyr Smith. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, .'is. (id. 

New Edition of this charming collection of Scandinavian Folk 
Tales, being the continuation of this Author's cclebiated " Tales 
from the Norse." 

* 

D£ QUINCEY. 

A SELECTION OF HIS BEST WORKS. 

Museum Edition With Titles, Portrait, and Binding designed 
by Frank Branqwyn. Two Vols. Imperial 16mo, cloth, top 
edge gilt, 3s. net, limp leather, top edge gilt, 4s. net, stamped 
leather, gilt edges, 5s. net. 

Contents :—Confessions of an English Opium Eater— 
Suspira de Profundis—On Murder, considered as one of the ftne 
Arts—The English Mail Coach, etc., etc. 
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DERBY (LORD). 

By T. E. Kebbli: Statesmen Senes New Edition. With 
Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, clolli. Is. net. 

DEVON EDITIONS. 

A Scries ol Standard Illustrated Books Bound in extra cloth 
gilt, with bc\tiled boards and gilt edges. Designed for 
Presentation. I’ublislied at Us. 

Lopna Doone. By Blackmore. 
ChPistowell. By Blackmore. 

Westward Ho ! By C. Kingsley. 
Pilgrrim’s Progrress. By llunyan 

DOLLINGER (JOHN J. I., D.D., D.C.L.^. 

THE GENTILE AND THE JEW IN THE 
COURTS OF THE TEMPLE OF CHRIST. 

An Introduction to the History ot CliristianiLy. Translated by 
N. D.vuxell, M.A. Second Edition. Two Vols. Demy 8vo, 
112s. net. 

“ The iinniense rcsiParcli anil srliulurship that oie embedded in Dr. D61- 
lingei’s %Mjrk render it insalualde for all wlio aie interested m the history ot 
leligiun, especially in the Instoiy of those pagan religions which, so far as 
liuiope and the nearer East me concerned, base now completely vanished. 
The nature, origin, and sigmlicancc of leligious rites piactised among the 
Greeks, the Peisians, the Egyptians, and the Romans arc explained in a 
niuiinoi as aulhorilatiie as it is lucid, the work being thus tendered one of 
the most attractiic and instructive e\cr placed bcfoic the public.'* 

-THE FIRST AGES OF CHRISTIANITY 

AND THE CHURCH. Translated by Henry Nut- 
LOMBE OxENH.^.M. Fourtli Edition. One Vol. Demy 8vo, 
Us. net, 

Tins forms a sequel to Ibe above, and is a history of the first 
70 \oars of the Christian era. Both have long been scarce and 
much wanted, 

DRAYTON (MICHAEL). 

NYMPHEDEA. Shakespeare Head Press. 250 print^ 
on hand-made paper. Royal 16nio, 3s. 6d. net. 

DURANDUS (WILLIAM), Bishop of Mende. 

THE SYMBOLISM OF CHURCHES AND 
CHURCH ORNAMENTS. A Translation of the First 
Book of the " Rationale Divinorum OfUciorum/’ with an Intro- 
ductorj’ Essay and Notes by Rev. J. M. Neale and Rev. B. 
Webb. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 

" The reprint of this translai ion .which was made in 1842 tor the Cambridge 
Camden Society, will be welcomed by all who are attracted by symbolism 
in art ami architecture, as it concerns our churches and our church senioes**' 
—Churdi Quarterly Review. 
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DURHAM CJ, M, M. B.). “ Marshman ” 

A MBDLE2Y OP SPORT. With Ilhistmhons hy 
Raw’h (Ij.rAVi.it, F. S. Com'itN, Pwi^ IIvtidy, Imivm. Sikuii- 
GAIE, GkoH HRY SfR'^lIAN, tllld R. GaIuN WlXjDVIRLl , DflliV 
8VO. cloth extra, 7s. Od. 


EARLY ENGLISH DRAMA SOCIETY. 


THE 1st SERIES comprised— 


John Heywood. Thre 
Vols 

Anonymous Plays 

(Four Senes). 

John Bale. 

The whole of the Issue (v 
Paper Copies, price £20) was 


? Nicholas Udal. 

Edwards, Norton & 
Sackville. 

Wever & Ing^eland. 
Ulpian Fulwell. 

nth llie except 1011 of a few I.arge 
subscribed lor. 


THE 2nd SERIES of Twelve Vols , £5 not (I nrge 
Paper, £‘20), lor which names ot Subscribers arc now being 
received, will contain the following, and covei the Baeon- 


Sliakcspeare peiiod 

Anonymous Plays 

(Four Scries). 

Barnes, Barnaby. 
Brandon, Sam. 
Chettle, Hy. 
Haug'hton, Thos. 
Hugrhes, Thos. 
Liupton, Thos. 
Munday, A. 
Preston, T. 


Porter, Hy. 

Rowley, Sam. 
Wag-er, Lewis. 
Wager, William. 
Wapul, George. 
Whetstone, George. 
Wilkins, George. 
Wilmot, Robert. 
Wilson, Robert. 


« EDITIONS TO HAVE.” 

Foolscap 8vo. Price 2s. Gd. net per Vol For full vntaluquing 
' see under each Author. 

Scott (Michael). The Cruise of the Midije. 

Smollett (Tobias). Roderick Random. Three Vols. 

- Peregrine Pickle. Four Vols, 

- Count Fathom. Two Vols, 

- Sir Launcelot Greaves. One Vol. 

- Humphrey Clinker. Two Vols. 

Lamb (Charles). Complete Works. Six Vols. 
Cervantes. Don Quixote. Four Vols. 

-Exemplary Novels. Two Vols. 

Boccaccio. The Decameron. Four Vols. 

Lane (Ed. W.). The Arabian Nights. Six Vols. 
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‘‘EDITIONS TO HAVE ”—Con/mucd. 

Le Sagre. Gil Bias. Four Vols. 

Rabelais. Works. I'lve Vnls. 

MaPgrapet of Navappe. The Heptameron. Five Vols. 
MonteSQUieu. Persian Letters. Three Vols. 
Epasmus. Colloquies. Three Vols. 

-Praise of Follj’. One Vol. 

BeokfoPd. Vathek. One Vol. 

Salnt-Beuve. Essays. Three Vols. 

Alnswopth. Windsor Castle. Two Vols. 

- Tower of I.ondon. Two Vols. 

-SI. James's. One Vol. 

- Old St Paul's. Two Vols. 

-Guy Fawkes. Two Vols. 

- Star Chamber. One Vol 

-Rookwood. Two Vols. 

- Jack Sheppard. Two Vols. 

-Flitch of Bacon. One Vol. 

-Crichton. Two Vols. 

-Miser's Daughter. Two Vols. 

- Spendthrift. One Vol. 

Chapman's Homer. Four Vols. 

PiePS Plougfhman's Vision and Creed. Two Vols. 
Selden’s Table Talk. One Vol. 

Lewis (M. G-)- The Monk. Three Vols. 

Rousseau’s Confessions. Two Vols. 

VoltalPe. Tales and Romances. Three Vols. 

EDGEWORTH (MARIA). 

By Helen Zimmebn. Eminent Women Senes. New Edition. 
With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

ELIOT (GEORGE). 

By Mathilde Blind. Eminent Women Senes. New Edition. 
"With Portrait and Index. Crown Svo, cloth, Is. net. 

EME^ON. 

E!SSAYS. Museum Edition. With Title, Portrait, and 
Binding, designed by Frank Brangwyn. 'Two Vols. Imperial 
16mo, cloth, top edge gilt, 3s. net, limp leather, top edge gilt, 
4$. net, stamped leather gUt edges, 5s. net. 
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EMINENT WOMEN SERIES. 

Edited by John IL Ingram. New Editions. Witli I’orliaits 
and Index. Crown 8vo, Is. net, 

* Albany, Countess of. Vernon Lee 
Austen, Jane. Mrs Malden. 

Bpont^, Emily. A. Mary F. Robinson. 

* Browning:, Elizabeth Barrett, joim ii. Ingram. 
Edgreworth, Maria. Helen Zimmern. 

Eliot, Georgre. Mathilde Rhnd. 

Fry, Elizabeth. Mrs I?. R. Pilman, 

* Fuller, Marg’aret. Juba Ward Ilowe. 

Godwin, Mary Wollstonecraft. Ebzainth Rubms 
Pennell. 

Lamb, Mary. Anne Gilchrist. 

Martineau, Harriet. Mrs. L'euwiek Miller. 

* Marg^aret of Ang^OUlSme. A Mary F. Robinson 

* More, Hannah. Charlotte M. Yonge. 

* Roland, Madame. Matlnide Rimd. 

Rachel. Mrs. A. Kennard. 

Sand, Georg^e. Bertha Thumas. 

* Shelley, Mrs. Mrs Rossetti. 

Siddons, Mrs. Mrs. a. Keimanl. 

* Sta^l, Madame de. Bella Dully. 

Victoria, Queen. Mrs. Fawcett. 

Wesley, Susanna. Eliza ciarkc. 


ERASMUS. 


FAMILIAR COLLOQUIES CONCERNING 
MEN. MANNERS, AND THINGS, liansl.ited 
by N Bailev, and Edited with Notes, by the Rev. E J()Ii.\.son 
M.A. With Portrait. Three Yuls. boolscap 8vo cloth’ 

■If— -I _L * ^ ^ 


7s. 6d. net. 


A Reprint in convenient form, ol the best edition of Er.isniuss 
most famous work. 


-IN PRAISE OF FOLLY. A New Edition, with 

Life of Erasmus, and ids Epistle to Sir Thomas Morl. Illus¬ 
trated with numerous curious cuts inserted in the text, from the 
designs of Hans IIoebein. Foolscap 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net. 

“ In this satire, written in the full maturity of his powers, we have 
Erasmus in his happiest and most distinctive vein, as the man of letteis 
and the general critic of Men and Things.”—P. Humr Brown. 


• The Volumes marked are at present out of print. 
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EVERYMAN, THE SUMMONING OF. 

(Before 1500) 

Museum Dramatists. Edited with Note-book and Word List 
by John S. Farmer. Foolscap 8vo, cloth 2s. net, paper. Is. 6d. 
net. 

“ This reprint of ‘ Evci yman,’ the recent production of which on the 
theatre stage many w'ill lenieniher, is vciy welcome. This moral play is 
now 4UU years old, yet it takes such a hold upon the feelings universal to 
humanity, 4is lenders it almost as good reading to-day as it was on its tlrst 
appeal ance.”— Cuunlry Life. 

FLAUBERT (GUSTAVE). 

SALAMBO. Translated from the French " Edition Defini¬ 
tive ” by J. S. Chartres New Edition (fourth). With 
I-rontispicce in Colours. Crown S\o, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" The translator has thoroughly understood the original and has suc¬ 
ceeded in putting it into good English. The type, paper and material 
execution of tlie \olume. Inside and out, leave notlung to be desired.”— 
Westminster Heoieiv. 

-MADAME BOVARY: PROVINCIAL 

MANNERS. Trunslntcd by E. Marx-Aveling. With an 
Introduction and Notes ol tlie IToccedmgs against the Author 
before the *' Tribunal ('.oirectuumel ” of Pans. New Edition 
(liftli) With h'rontispiecc 111 (Colour. C.row'n 8vo, cloth, 3s 6d. 
“ ‘ Madame Ilov arj ’ grips > our \ ei v v ilals w ith an niv meible power, like 
some scene you have leally witnessed, some event wliicli is actually hap¬ 
pening beloic jour escs.” —Emiue Zol\. 

FORBES (HENRY O., LL.D., F.Z.S., etc.) 

Director of Museums, Liverpool. 

A HANDBOOK TO THE PRIMATES. The 

Naturalists’ Library- Very numerous Illustrations in Colour by 
Kel’lemans. Two Vols. Crown 8vo, cloth. New and Cheaper 
Edition, each 3s. 6d. net. 

Contents .—Vol. I. Leniines, Monkeys, and Apes.—Vol. IT. 
Macaque.s—Guenons—Guerezas— Langurs —Gibbons —Orang¬ 
utans —Chimpanzees, etc. 

FOX (CHARLES JAMES). 

Dy H. O. Wakeman. Statesmen Senes. New Edition. With 
Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

FRENCH FICTION, REPRESENTATIVE. 

“ VizETELLY ” translations complete and accurate. New 
Editions, new Binding and Coloured Frontispiece to each. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. For full cataloguing see under Author. 

The Bohemlane of the Latin Quaptep. By 

Henri Murger. 

"SalambO. By Gustave Flaubert. 

'Madame Bowapy. By Gustave Flaubert. 
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FRENCH FICTION—Con//nu«/. 

•Mademoiselle de Maupin. By Thcopbiic Cuuticr. 

Tales and Romances. By Th^npiuie (haiticr. 

** “ Queen P^dauque.*’ By Annlole France 

*A Love Crime. By Paul BnurRct 

The Marl-Pit Mystery. By (icorKcs oimoi. 

Renee Mauperln. By i: and j. dc Ouncouri. 

No\> bcinp issued in nionlhJy volumes ; others ni prepara¬ 
tion. 

FRY (ELIZABETH). 

By Mrs. E R Pii m^xV. liinincnl Women Senes. New lidilion. 
With I’ortrait and Index. Erowii 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

FULLER (MARGARET). 

By .IVLiv Ann Howi. Eminent \\otm*n Scries. New Edi¬ 
tion. \\ith Portrait and Index. Crown 8\o, clotli. Is net 

,^AMBETTA (LEON). 

By Fkank T. ftUnzisLs Statesmen Senes. New Edition. 
With Portrait and Index Crown 8vo, cloth. Is net. 


GANZ (HENRY F. W.). 

PRACTICAL HINTS ON PAINTING, COM¬ 
POSITION, LANDSCAPE, AND ETCHING. 

With very numerous lllustiations. some m Colour. TJiird 
Edition. Demy 8vo, paper, 2s. Gd. net, or clotii 3s Gd. net, 

“ Done in a very satisfactor) mannoi We Know of no other hand-book 
In which the principles of the best Continental leaching; are set forth so 
lucidly and suceinclly .”—Arts and Cra)l<i. 

“ It will he seen by the title that this hitJe book is woiideifully compre¬ 
hensive ; it may interest the student to Know that it is couaJlv souml.” — 
To-Dag. 

-PRACTICAL HINTS ON MODELLING, 

DESIGN, AND MURAL DECORATION. With 
a foreword by Ai^red Gilbert, M.V.O., R.A., D.C.L. etc 
Numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gd. net, or 
paper, 2s. 6d. net. 

•* I should indeed have been grateful for such a text-book as the one I am 
here pleased to introduce, comprehending as it does m so concise a form 
history-, theoij, and practice, together with many valuable buggeslions.” 
•"Alfred Gilbert, R.A. 
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GAUTIER (THEOPHILE). 

MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN. A Romance of 
Love and Passion. New Edition (sixth). With Frontispiece in 
Colours. Crown 8vo, cloth, 33. 6d. ^ 

“ The golden book of spiiit and sense, the holy writ ol beauty "—A. C. 
Swinburne. 

- TALES AND ROMANCES. Tianslated by 

LAFC.VD 10 Hearn. Now Edition (third) With Frontispiece 
in Colours. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. fid. 

Contents :—One of Cleopatra’s Nights.—Glarinioiide.— 
Arria Marcella.—^The Mummy’s Foot.—Omphale.—King Can- 
daulcs. 

*' Gautier is an inimitable model. IIis manner is so light and true, so 
really creative, his fancy so alert, his taste so happy, his humour so genial, 
that he makes illusion almost as conUigious as laughter.”— Mr. Henry 
James 

GILLMORE (PARKER). 

ENCOUNTERS WITH WILD BEASTS. 

Illustrated by Alfred T. F’lwes. Coloured Frontisincce. 
New and Cheaper Edition (fifth), crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. fid. 

A mucli inipruved Edition of a fa^OlIntc book, giving as it 
does incidents in the pursuit of big game in all parts of the 
world. It IS on the list of the London School Board (now 
L.C.C ), and makes an excellent prize or gift-book. 

GLADSTONE (Rt. Hon. W. E.). 

A STUDY FROM LIFE. By Henry W. Lucy. 
Statesmen Series. New Edition. With Portrait and Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

GODWIN (MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT). 

By Elizabeth Robins Pln' ell. Fimment Women Scries. 
New Edition. With Portrait and Index. C.rown 8\ o, Is. net. 

GONCOURT (E. and J. DEj. 

^ RENEE MAUPERIN, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

” One of the most pathetic romances of our day. Running through 
almost the whole gamut of human passion. It has the alternatives of sun- ' 
shine and shade that exist m leal life."— Morning Post. 

GOULDSBURY (C. E.). 

DULALL THE FOREST GUARD. A Tale of 
Sport and Advcnlure iii the Forests of Bengal. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

GRATTAN (HENRY). 

By RoBEiir Dunlop. Statesmen Series. New Edition. With 
Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 
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HERRICK (ROBERT). 

HESPBRIDBS. The Poems and other Re¬ 
mains. Edited by W Caii>-\v llAzr u i Two Xols lools- 
cai» 8vo, buckram, lop edge gill, bs ncl 
" His -eal delight was among Powers and bees, and mpli*. and rupids ; 
and certanly these graceful subjects wcie ne\(‘r handled more giocefully.” 
-MaBY kuSSHLL MiTFOUD. 

HEYWOOD (JOHN). 

A LIALOOUE OF EFFECTUAL PROVERBS 
IN THE ENGLISH TONGUE CONCERNING 
MARRIAGE. Edited by John S. bAHMUR Crown 8\o, 
cloth 5s. net. 

A Hew Edition of this valuable book of early Proverbs 11562). 
The previous Edition, edited by SitAHMAN (1877), was very 
imperfect. This is a complete Reprint, and contains the Index 
lo lie Proverbs prepared for the Spencer Society and nc\er 
issuid—the MS. having been lost for thirty years.[^(.1.'>() Copies 
onhi printed.) 

-FOUR P.P. AND THE PARDONER AND 

THE FRIAIL THE CURATE AND NEIGH¬ 
BOUR PRATT. Museum Dramatists. Edited with 
Nfrte-book and Word last by John S b'AKMnn. Foolscap 8vo, 
cblh, 2s. net, or paper. Is Od. net. 

T.US bcMiitiliilly produced reprint is edited by John S. Farmer, 
who supplies an inteiesting introduction, .a nole-book and a word-list ”— 
Scotaman. 

-JOHN JOHN THE HUSBAND, TIB HIS 

WIFE, AND SIR JOHN THE PRIEST, also 
(ANON.) TOM TILER AND HIS WIFE. 

Museum Dramatists Two Tudor “ Shrew' " plays Edited with 
Nole-book and Word last by John S. Farmer. Foolscap 
8vo, cloth, 2s net, or paper, Is 6d. net. 

“ A grouping of tw'o shrew plays one attributed to John Heyw'ood and the 
other Anonymous. “ The dialogue and songs are themselves of such 
serve, snap and w'il not infciior lo the best of that dav ”—I’lofessor 
Gayley, 

HINKSON (K. T.). 

EXPERIENCES ; A BOOK OF POEMS. Crown 
8vo, Shakespeitre Head Press, 3s. <Jd. net 
“She has the fascinating characteristically Irish rhythm ."—Dnilu 
Chronicle. 

HOMER. 

THE ILIADS AND ODYSSEYS OF HOMER, 
PRINCE OF POETS. Never before in any language 
truly translated. Done according lo the Greek by George 
Chapman, with Introduction and Notes by the Rev. Richard 
Hooper, M.A. Four Vols. Wide foolscap 8vo, buckram extra, 
top edge gilt, 10s. net. 

“ Oft of one wide expanse had 1 been told. 

That deep-brow'd Homer rul'd as his demesne ; 

Yet did I never breathe Its pure serene. 

Till 1 heard Chapman speak out loud and bold.' —Keats. 
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KINGSLEY (CHARLES). 

WESTWARD HO ! Devon Edition With Six Plioto- 
jAinvurc Illuslralions from Drnwinjis specially made b/ E. .1. 
WiDGi UY. Crown 8vo, cloth exlr.i, ^^l^t edfics, (is. 

KIRBY IW. F., F.L.S., F.Ent.S.), Depl. of 
Zoology, B.M. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE ORDER LEPI- 
DOPTERA. The Naturalists' Library. Very numerous 
llliislrations in C.olour. Ei\e Yols. Cro\Mi Xvo, cblli, New 
and (.heaper Edition, each .'Is. 6d net. 

Buttepfllea. 'riirce Vols. 

Moths. Two Vols 

('ontent.m —Vol T Introduction Nymphalida;, Mith sub- 
diMSions —Vol. 11 Libvtheidse, Lemuriidie, L;tc{Enid 0 e, 
I’leiichc Equitidir.—Vol. Ill llcspcriida? and Moths Mega- 
tliYniida; to Notodoulidi.c—Vol IV. Sphinges and lioiibyces, 
Ihbliogr.iphy.—Vol V. Noctiue and (ieometra;, Micro- 
Lejndoplcra. 

“ Mr Kilby is to be conginlulated on this book. The scheme is admir¬ 
able, the contents >\e|j annnged, and the descriptions accurate and lucid. 
The coloiiied pldtes aic dcsciMng of the higtiest praise .”—Land and Uater. 


LAMB (CHARLES). 

COMPLETE W’ORKS. Edited with Notes, by Perc^ 
l‘’irzGii,K.vi.i). A Ne\\ Edition. With Eighteen Portraits of 
Lamb and his Friends. Six Vols. Foolscap Xvo, cloth extra, 
15s. net. 

CoN'TEVTR :—Vol. I, Talfoiird’s Memoir, Correspondence.— 
Vol. II. Correspondence—Vol. III. Concspondence, Elia.— 
Vol IV. Eha Essays.—Vol. V. Talcs, Plays, Sketches.—Vol. 
VI. Sketches, Beviews, Poems.—Index. 

“ His works will le received as amongst the most elaborately finished 
gems of literatuio : as cabinet specimens which express the utmost delicacy, 
purity, and tenderness of the national intellect, together with the rarest 
felicity of finish and expression .”—De Quincey. 

LAMB (MARY). 

By Mrs. Gilchrist. Eminent Women Senes. New Edition 
(fourth). With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

LEITH (ALICIA A.). 

A PLANT OF LEMON VERBENA. A Somerset 
Idyll. With a Frontispiece by 'Warne Browne. Tastefully 
printed and bound. Foolscap 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

** it is peifectly charming.— Queen. 
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LEE (CHARLES). 

THE WIDOW WOMAN. A T..I 0 Tliml 

Edilion. Foolscu]) H\o, clolli lis 

A Now Edilioii of a l»ook tlial was u*(’fi\o<l willi a (Jjoriis of 
praise from the press, aiulol which hvo lai tie J-ahlams June been 
sold. 

-OUR LITTLE TOWN, and other Cornish 

Tales and Sketches. Crown km), :;s m 

LE SAGE. 

THE ADVENTURES OF GIL BLAS OF 
SANTILLANA. Tfaiislalcd l»v IIi-mit \ I.vr'' 
With InlroducUon, Tafe, and Notes. Twent\-one Idiolo- 
gravures from rlesitins by An Lalvi zi.. l'our\ols. Foolsca]> 
8vo, elolb extra, 10s net 

The lirsl liandv l>htion of (lus, the best Tianslalion ol Ln 
Sagi:’s in aster jncce, the ])U*\H)i]s I’dilion Jia\ing been published 
by Paterson in '1 brce Vols imperial S\o. 

LEWIS (M. G.). 

THE MONK. A Romance Pfutiail and I’jglil latchings, 
bv R C Akmoi n. Throe \'ols l^ooJstap S^o, cloth extra, 
7s. Od. net 

A New lidition of tins reniaikaiile book ]»rinted verbatim fiom 
the first, the Author’s coiToctions of his ow'ii grammatical slips 
and of printer’s errors excepteil 

LONG (W. H.). 

NAVAL YARNS, LETTERS, AND ANEC¬ 
DOTES. Comjirising accounts oi Sea P'lgbts and Wrecks, 
Actions with I’nsatcs and ITaatccis, from Ifilt) to 18111. 
Many now for the lirst tunc printed Collected and Edited 
by W. II. Long, Antlior of “ Medals of the lliitish Navv 
and ITow’ llicv were Won,*’ etc. With a Frontispiece bv 
Fr\nk Rrangwvn, and Illustrations from Contemporary 
Prints. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ds. 

“ This Is a hook of Sailors’ and Midshipmen's Letters —re.al doi uineiits— 
written from oui old wooden warships wlien the smoke of the iidllle hail 
cleared off ... In almost every letter and journal in this collet lion we 
are on the low'er deck , we haul at the ropes, smell the powder ns it comes 
up, and hear the talk of the men at the guns. . . . This splendid ."— 
Academij. 

- See “ Nelsonian Reminiscences,” p. 21. 

•• LOST ” TUDOR PLAYS : Recently 
Recoveped, and Some Others. 

Foolscap 8vo, boards, 12s. net. Ditto, I.arge Paper Copies (CO 
printed), crown 4lo. buckram, 12s net. 

Content.^ •—1. Mankind.—2. Nature.—3. The Play ol Wit 
and Science.—■!. Respublica —5. Wealth and Health.—C. Im¬ 
patient Poverty.—7. John the Evangelist. Note-book and 
Word List. 
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LYDEKKER (RICHARD, B.A., F.R.S.). 

A HAND-BOOK TO BRITISH MAMMALIA. 

The Naturalists’ Library Numerous (Coloured llluslralions. 
One Vol. Crown 8vo, cloth. New and liheaper F<diUon, 3s. 6d. 
net. 

Contents : —Bats, Hedgehog, Moles, Wild Cat, Wolf, Fox, 
Martens, Polecats and Weasels, Badger, Otter, Seals, Squirrel, 
Dormice, Mice, Rats, Voles, Hares, Rabbits, Oxen, Deer, 
Rorquals, Sperm Whales, etc., etc. 

** Mr. Lydelcker has discharged his task in an able manner and has given 
an up-to-date account of this great Mammalian Order. The nntuinlist 
will appreciate the illustrations, which are as true to nature as sucli coloured 
plates can possibly be.”— Glasgow Herald. 

-A HAND-BOOK TO THE CARNIVORA. 

The Naturalists' Library. Part 1.— Cals, Civets and Mun- 
gooses Numerous Coloured Illustrations One Vol. Crown 
8vo, cloth. New and Cheaper Edition, 3s. (»d. net. 

Contents : —Cats, I.ion, Tiger, I.eopard, Jaguar, Puma, 
Ocelot, Lynx, Civets, Mungoosc, etc , etc. 

** This volume is most useful Theio is no doubt thut Mr. Lydekker has 
done a very thorough piece of work ."—Dailg Chtonicle. 

-A HAND-BOOK TO THE MARSU- 

PIALIA AND MONOTREMATA. The Naturalists’ 
IJhrary. Numerous (Coloured Illustrations. One Vol. Oown 
8vo, cloth. New and Cheaper Edition, 3s 6d. net. 

Contents ■—Kangaroos and Wallabies, Phalangers, Wom- 
bals. Bandicoots, Dasyures, Pouched Mice, Marsupial Moles, 
Opossums, etc., etc. 

“ This book is in every way excellent. It will satisfy the scientiflc 
reader, but Is so 'written as to he easily Intelligible and pleasant to those 
who are only general readers,”— Birmingham Post. 

MARGARET OF NAVARRE. 

THE HEPTAMERON. Newl> Translated into English 
from the Authentic Text of M. Le Roux de Lincy. With an 
Essay upon the Heplameron by Geo. S^intsthtry, M.A. 
Seventy-three full-page Plates designed by S. Freudenburq. 
Five Vols. Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 6d. net. 

This Edition has been made without the slightest suppression 
or abridgment, and contains all the more valuable Notes to be 
found in the best French Editions. The Illustrations arc repro¬ 
duced from the actual Copper-Plates engraved for the Berne 
Edition by Longeuil, Halbou, and other eminent French artists. 

” I like It as a reader perhaps rather more than I esteem it as a critic ; 
but even os a entic, and allowing fully for the personal equation, 1 think 
that it deserves a far higher place than is generally accorded to It.”— 
Professor S\intsbury. 


MARGARET OF ANGOULEME, QUEEN 
OF NAVARRE. 

By A. Mary F". Robinson. Eminent Women Series. New 
F^iilion. With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth. Is. net. 
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MARTINEAU (HARRIETS 

By Mrs F. Fenwick Miller. Eniiiu'nt Women Series. New 
Edition (fourth) With Portrait and Index (.lown 8\o, cloth, 
Is. net. 


METTERNICH (PRINCE). 

By Col. G. B. Malleson, (”..S.I. Statesmen Senes. New 
Edition With Portrait and Index. Crown 8\o, cloth, Is. net. 

MOEHLER (JOHN ADAM, D.D.). 

SYMBOLISM ; or. Exposition of the 
Doctrinal Differences between Catholics 
and Protestants, as evidenced by their 
Symbolical Writing's. Translated from the German 
by J. B. Robertson. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 

“ An inexhaustible Iroasure-house; the depth and comprehensiveness 
ol its views, the acuteness and solidity ol its reasoning and the clearness 
and simplicitv of its urrangement, estaldisli bevoiid the possibility of 
question the claim to the cluiraelcr bestow€*d upon it soon after its publica¬ 
tion by one whose very name (Cuidinal Wiseman) is an authority, ‘ The 
most profound w'oik on the Plii]osoph> of Duinity which our time has 
produced.’ "—Dublin Review. 

MONTAIGNE. 

THB ESSAYBS OF. Translated by Jon.v P’lohio, 1603. 
Goinplelc Edition. Wilh an Introduction by way of Dedication 
by Jus’iiN II McCahiiiy. Portrait Stud> by Brvng- 

W'YN, .\.R.A. Museum Edition. Six Vols. llimo, 'Js. net, or 
limp leather, lop edge gilt, 12&. net, or stamped leather, gilt 
edge, 15s net. 

Plono's “Montaigne ” lias something of the native charm of 
an original hook. It shares with Shelton’s “Don 
the rare distinction of being written in tlie splendid 
Ehzabelhan English, shares with it, too, the apt felicity of 
belonging to the same age as its original. 

MONTESQUIEU. 

PERSIAN LETTERS. I’ranslated byJoiiN Dwiuson, 
Author of “ Scaramouch in Naxos," etc. Illustrated by 
Etchings by E. dk Beal mom. Three Vols. Foolscap 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. net. 

The former Edition of this I’ranslalion was issued “ privately 
printed," al a high price 


MORE (HANNAH). 

Fiy Charloite M. Yonge. Eminent Women Senes. New 
E^tion, With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth. Is. net. 
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MURGER (HENRI). 

the: boheimians of the latin 

QUARTER. New Edition, With Coloured Frontispiece. 
Grown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Od 

" The slory is full of lau(;hter-pro\oking episodes, and there Is no lack 
of pathos foi those who can see lieneath the suiface of wild hccdlessness.’* 
— Academy. 


MUSEUM DRAMATISTS. . 

Itcpnnts of Nolahlc Plays, each w'llh Inlioduclions, Glossary, 
Fac-sinule Title-pages, etc. 

The Initial Volumes are— 

1. Gammep Gupton’s Needle. 

2. Heywood's (J.) Foup P.P, and tiie Papdonep 

and the Fpepe. 

3. Evepyman. 

4. John John, Tih, and Sip John ; also Tom 

Tilep and his Wife. (Two Shrew Plays.) 

5. Ralph Roii^tep Dolstep. 

To lie followed a mimlicr of others Foolscap 8\o, Japan 
\clluru, Is. Gd. net, cloth extra, to]! edge gill, 2s. net 


“ MUSEUM EDITIONS. 

Price j)cr Volume—(^loth, top edge gilt. Is Gd net, limp 
leather, top edge gilt, ‘2s. net, stamped loalher, gilt edges, 
2s. Gd. net. 

The Odes of Anacpeon. 

The Essays of Emepson. Two Vois. 

The Select Wopks of De Qulnoey. Two Vois. 

WOPdSWOPth*S Lyrics and Sonnets. 

Religrlo Medici, and other Essays, by Sir Thomas 
Browne. 

The Wopks of Rabelais. Three Vois. 
Voltaipe’s Candide. 

The Essays of Montaig^ne. Six Vois. 

The RubAiyAt of Omar KhAyyAm. 
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NATURALISTS' LIBRARY TTHE). 

New and Cheaper Issue. Cloth, top edge gilt, caeli 3s CkI net 

Bpltish Birds. FourVols. H. Bo>Mllcr Sluirjie, LL.D. 

Game Birds. Two Vois \v l\ OgiKie Gnmt 

Butterflies. Three Vols. \\ F Kirl)\,F.LS 

British Mammals. one VoJ R. T.vdokker, r.a., 
F.R.S. 

Cats. One Vol. R. Lydekker, R.A , I*' R S. 
Marsupials. 'One Vol. R. Lydekker. R A , !•' R S. 
Monkeys. Two Vols. Il^nrj O I'orbes, F.L.S 
Moths. Two Vols W. F. Kirhy, F.L S. 

In preparation, Dogs, Horses, Rigcons, I'arrots, Rees, Beetles, 
Fishes, cte., etc. 

“First-rate tulciit is being oinploved to make a sut\ev at once 
accurate and pupulai of animate nature so far as it is now kno\Mi.“— 
Ihe Times 


NELSONIAN REMINISCENCES. 

LEAVES FROM MEMORY’S LOG. Rv (i. S 

pMisoNs, Lieut. R.N. IMitcd with Notes hy . II Lono, 
Author o£ “ Medals of Jhitish Navy.” I’liotogiavurc RoitraiL 
of Loid Nelson. Crown 8\o, 3s (id. 

“ A timeh rcpiuit of an Intciesting naval book, gnes us a sluiph drawn 
portrait of NcNoii as he was upon Ins quarler-detk ; n little, nleit, ((uiek 
man, tiers tctnpeicd and Mgilnnt, with a strong nasal twang, and an aim 
stump ssagging like a fin." —Mnnrhestcr (iuanlum. 

O'CONNELL (DANIEL). 

Ry J A. 11 VMii'ION. Slalcsiiicn Senes. New Fdilion. With 
Portrait and Index. Crow’ii 8\o, elolli, Is. net. 

OGILVIE-GRANT (W. R.), Zoological Deparl- 
mciil, British Mubeum. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE GAME-BIRDS. 

The Naturalists’ Library. Verv Numerous lllustrntiuiis in 
Colour by Khuli-mans. Two Vols. Crosvn 8vo, clotti, New 
and Cheaper Edition, each 3s Gd net. 

Vol. I.—Sand Grouse, l^arlndgcs, Pheasants.—Vol. II. 
Pheasants, Turkeys, Quail, Curassows, Bustards. 

“ Complete and accurate, and leases nothing to be desired."— Sportsman. 

OHNET (GEORGES). 

THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo. clotli, 
3s. 6d. • 
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OMAR KHAYYAM. 

rubAiyat. Translated by Edward Fitzgerald. With 
his Life of the Author and Notes. Introductory Essay “ Of 
Persian Poetry,” by Joseph Jacobs. Ornamental Borders and 
Illustrations by Frank Brangwyn, A.R.A. Post 8vo, inlaid 
cloth extra, top edge gilt, 3s. 6d. net. This Edition is printed 
in coloured ink and has tlie Illustrations in Colour. 

Also " ]\luseuin Edition," 18ino, cloth, top edge gilt, Is. 6d. 
net, limp leatlier, top edge gilt, 2s. net, stamped leather, gilt 
edges, 2s. 6d. net. 

Of the works of the " Astronomer Poet of Persia,” innumer¬ 
able editions arc on sale from one penny to four guineas, but this 
Edition has features of its own, and \m] 1 be found to be the 
prettiest publislied A few copies (100) will bo printed on 
impenal Japan vellum, 5s. net, and 50 on real India paper, 
7s. 6d. net. For these early application should be made. 

O’NEILL (H. C.). 

DEVONSHIRE: IDYLS. Third Edition. Square 
12mo, cloth 2s , paper covers. Is. 6d. 

*' A charming little book of reminiscences of Devonshire luial mannersi 
customs, speech, folk-loro, and character, wntlcn by a Dc\onshire lady, 
whose sketches of country life in North Devon some fifty years since are 
marked by truth and simplicity, and a quiet yet penetrati\e pathos.”— 
Saturday Revteui. 

- TOLD IN THE DIMPSES. Frontispiece by 

F. .1. WiDOERY. Square 12tno, paper covers, Is. 6d. 

” Like the delightful * l>o\ onshire ld>ls,' by the same wTitcr, these stories 
of North Devon are adiniiahle fur the truth and humour of their illustrations 
of the characteristics of the people and county they treat of .”—Saturday 
Heview. 

PALMERSTON (VISCOUNT). 

By L. G. Sanders. Statesmen Senes. New Edition. With 
Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

PEEL (SIR ROBERT). 

By F. C. Montague. Statesmen Scries. New Edition. With 
Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is, net. 

PIERS PLOUGHMAN’S VISION AND 
CREED. 

Edited from a Contemporary Manuscript, with an Historical 
Introduction, Notes, and a Glossary by Thomas Wright, M.A., 
F.S.A. Tw’o Vols. Foolscap 8vo, buckram extra, top edge 
giit. 5s net. 

•' This remarkable poem is not only so interesting a monument of the 
English language and literature, but it is also so important an illustration of 
the political hbtory of our country during the fourteenth century, that it 
deserves to be read far more generally than it has been.”— Editor’s 
Preface. • 
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PLAYGOERS’ THEATRE SERIES. 

In paper covers. 

David Ballard : a play m three acts. Hy Chailes 
McEvoy. Is. net. 

Hfs Helpmate : a play m one act. Bv Charles McEvoy 
6d. net. 

Gentlemen of the Road : a play m one net. By 
Charles McEvoy. Gd. 

When the Devil was Ill : a pia> m four acts. By 
Charles McEvoy. Is. net. 

The Subjection of Kezia : n play m one act. By 
Mrs. Havelock Ellis. Gd net. 

The Feud : a play m four acts. By Edward Garnett. 
Is. net. 

Shakespeare Head Press. These plays have been prodnceil 
by Miss A. E. F. Horniman's C.onipany at the Gaiety Theatre, 
Manchester. 

PLOTINUS. 

ON THE BEAUTIFUL. Translated by SrEPiirN 
MacKenna. a H. Bulten. Boyal IGino, 2s. Gd. net. 

" A fine rendering of a line onginul.”— Spectator. 

PRINCE CONSORT (ALBERT). 

By Miss Yonge Statesmen Series. Nc^^ Eddion. With 
Portrait and Index. Crow'n 8vo. cloth. Is. net. 

RABELAIS (FRAN90IS). 

W'ORKS OF. The whole Five Books, " The Inestimahlc 
Life of the Great Gargantua,” etc. The Translation of Sir 
Thom vs ITrquhart and Motteux, with the Notes of Ozell, etc. 
The whole Revised with an Introduction by Alfreij Wallis. 
The Portrait and Illustrations from the celebrated Edition 
known as “ Picart’s,” reproduced in Photogravure. Five Vols. 
Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra, 12s Gd net. 

- WORKS. The Translation of Sir Thomas Urquhart 

and Motteux Revised, and with a Life of the Author, by 
William Mvccall. Portrait Study by Frank Brangwyn, 
A.R.A., and Illustrations from the “ Songes Drolatiques de 
Pantagruel.” Three Vols. 18mo, 4s. Gd. net, limp leather, top 
edge gilt, 6s. net, stamped leather, gilt, edges 7s. Gd. net. 

This Text differs from the above in that it has been thoroughly 
revised by the Editor, n<it with prudish intent, but to prune the 
verbal redundancy of the translators. 

The very curious Illustrations (1565) are still good " pour la 
recreation des bons esprits,” though no longer thought to be the 
work of Rabelais himself. 
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RACHEL. 

IJy Mrs. A. Khsn Min Bininciit Women Senes- New Edition 
Willi portrait and Index. (a’i)\Mi S\o, clolh Is. nel. 

RADFORD (ERNEST). 

A COLLECTION OF POEMS. Foolscap 8vo, 
boards 2s (id. nel. 

book of \ crscs consislinR iiarllv of ]iocms reprinted without 
alteration fioni vidurnes winch Inue become scaiee ; of others 
either a t»oo»l deal altered, or .slnjldK, ami many entirely new 
pieces. 

RALEIGH (SIR WALTER). 

THQ LAST FIGHT OF THE REVENGE. 

With an Introduction bv' IIkntiy NeyvnoLT, M..V., and Six 
F'ull Pa^te Plates in Colour and many Head and Tail Pieces 
by Fr\nk Pkvngwyn, A R.^ Limited lidilion on hand¬ 
made jiapcr. Royal 8\o, cloth extra, top edftc f»ilt, 7.s. fid net. 

“One of the most atliactivc books of the season ”—Manchester 
Guardian. 

“ There is something unique m the composition of this book There Is 
the fine note struck by Mr Henry New holt in his introduction . . there 

are gorgeous-coloured plates iliustiatmg the splendid and towering 
galleons of Elizabethan nav'ul svarfaie. the svoodcuts to every page, and 
. . . the cause of all Raleigh’s heioie story of a most heioic fight ” — 
T. P 'a WeeUu. 

ROLAND (MADAM). 

Hv Matiiilde Blind Phninenl Women Senes. New Edition 
With Portrait and Index, (.rown 8\o, cloth, Is. net, 

ROSSETTI (D. G.). 

ITALIAN POETS CHIEFLY BEFORE 
DANTE. The Italian Text with Rossetti’s Translation. 
Foolscap 8vo, lambskin, 7s. fid net. 

Tins IS the only Translation that gives the Italian Text (with 
Rossetti’s Translation) of llie Poems in Part II. of the well- 
known work, Dante and his Circle .—TJie part dealing with 
“ Poets chiefly before Dante." The Italian Poems (which are 
scattered through various Volumes) have liitherto been practi¬ 
cally inaccessible. 

ROSSEAU (JEAN-JACQUES). 

THE CONFESSIONS. Newly Translated, with Photo¬ 
gravure Portrait and numerous Illustrations after Maurice 
Lklotr. T\vo Vols. Foolscap Svo, cloth extra, top edge gill, 
5s. net. 

George KUol and Emetson agreed that this book had in¬ 
fluenced them more than any other. 
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S., Mp. (c. 1502.) 

GAMMER OURTON’S NEEDLE. Museum 
Dramatists. Edited ^^lth Note-book and Woid last, b\ .Ions 
S. Fahmer. Foolscap S\o, cloth I2s. net, paj»er. Is Gd net. 

"Gammer Gurton is one of the accepted mot-sto* ks of the Knp^lisli 
Drama, knrmn by name to boys ami Kiris who sit foi ex.iniiiiations in llic 
twentieth century—it was ‘ the lirsl to Kolher the tin cads of fnice, inlerhide, 
and school-piny into a well-sustained cornedv ol iiislic Ininiuui.' ”— 
Yorkshire Observei. 


SAINTE-BEUVE (C. A.>. 

ESSAYS, rililol, ii (<n}itMl ^li'inon, t)> Wii.iivm 
Sii.Mir. Numerous Pmlruits 'rtiiee \ ols iMiolsciip Mm*. 
cloth, 7s. i)d. net. 

Coiit.uns Essays on Men and Women— I’orliails of Men— 
J'orlrails of Women 

'I'liesc INsass of the uiealesl ol all cnlus—the .so\oiejKn 
critic—should lie welcome as the I'hiKhsh leader not 

niciel\ some comiuehension of llie inlelleetu.il i.iiiKc and in- 
sif»hl of wSainle-lleu\e, hut some idea also of his giace of sl\le 
and nuliMdual charm. 


SAND (GEORGE). 

By Bertha Thomas Eminent Women Senes. New Edition. 
W’lth Portrait and Index Crown Svo, cloth, Is. net 


SCOTT (MICHAEL). 

THE CRUISE OF THE “ MIDGE.” W’llli Illus¬ 
trations h> Fr\NK Brvm.wvx, A.B a .Sjiecial Tille-paKes 
and Binding Design. Two Vols I-oolscap H\o, cloth cxlia, 
lop edge Rill, 5s. net. 

" No man ever wiolc bctlei of the life of the sea, few e\ri so M\idlv, ns 
the author of ' Tom CniiKle’s I.or ’ Two dumis Mduines. most choicely 
printed, illustrated by pIiologia\ures fiom the pencil of Mr. h'lank 
BrangwTn. and appropriately bound .”—Army and Gazeile 

SEEDEN (JOHN). 

TABLE TALK. W'ilh a IhoRraphical Preface and Notes 
by S. W. SiNdi.R, F.S.A. To which is added " Siuire Minutes; 
or. Resolved Meditation*? and Premeditated Resolutions,'’ hy 
Arthur Warwick. I’oolsca]) Svo, buckram extra, top edRc 
gilt, 2s. 6d. net. 

** There is more weighty bullion sense in tins book than I ha> e or found 
in the same number of pages of any uninspired w'l iter. . . .Oh, to have been 
with Selden over his glass of wine, making every accident an outlet and a 
vehicle of wisdom,"—C oleiiidge. 
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SHARPE (R. BOWDLER, LL,D.\ Zoological 
Dept., B.M. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE BIRDS OF GREAT 
BRITAIN. The Naturalists’ History. Very Numerous 
Illustrations in Colour by Keulemans, and others. Four 
Vols. Cro^n 8vo, cloth. New and Cheaper Edition, each 
3s. 6d net. 

Content *—Vol. I. Crows, Starlings, Finches, Buntings, 
I.arks, Wagtails-—Vol. II Creepers, Mothcatchers, Tits, Reed- 
lings. Shrikes, etc.—Vol HI. Creepers—Vol IV. Gulls, Auks, 
Petrels, Divers, Grebes, Rails, Procellariifonnes, Pigeons, 
and Game-birds. 

“ It is likely that for the ordinary student this book will supersede all 
other hand-books.”— Times. 

SHELLEY (Mrs.). 

By Mrs. Rossetti. Emmcnl Women Senes. New Edition. 
With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

SIDDONS (Mrs.). 

By Mrs. A. Kennauu. Eminent Women Senes New Edition. 
With Portrait and Index (^rown 8vo, cloth. Is. net. 

SMOLLETT (TOBIAS;. 

THE NOVELS OP. Edited by Geoege Smntsbury, 
and Illustrated by Frank Richards. In Twelve Vols. 
Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra, each 2s Od net. 

Rodeplok Random. Three Vois. 
Peregrine Pickle. Four Vois. 

Count Fathom. Two Vols. 

Sir Launcelot Greaves. One Vol. 
Humphrey Clinker. Two Vols. 

” It 1 .S incumbent on us to say of this enterprise of Messrs. Gibbings that 
they arc furnishing an edition which will be \aiued by Ihe public equally 
for its handiness and its elegance. The volumes are thin and light, the 
typography is beautifully clear, while the illustrations by Mr. Frank 
Richards show that he has thoroughly caught the spirit of the authoi. This 
edition of Smollett is one that will be bought with ease, read with pleasure, 
and kept with care.”— Glasgow Herald. 

STATESMEN SERIES (THE). 

New and Cheaper Editions. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 
Beaoonsfield. T. E. Kebble. 

Bismarck. Charles Lowe, M.A. 

* BolingrbPOke. Arthur Hassall, M.A. 
Dalhousie. Capt. L. J. Trotter. 

Derby. T. E. Kebble. 

* The Volume marked Is at present out of print. 
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STATBSMBN SBRIBS Continued. 

Fox. H O. Wakeman. 

Qambetta. Frank T Marzials 
Gladstone, w. ti. Lnoy. 

* Grattan. Robert Dunlop. 

* Metternioh. Col. G. D Mnllcson, C.S 1 
O'Connell. J. A. Hamilton. 

Palmerston. L. c. Snmicrs. 

* Peel. F. C. Montague. 

Prince Consort. Miss Yongc 
Wellesley. Gol. G. B. Mallesnn, C,S I. 

STAEL (MADAM DE). 

By Bella Duffy. Eminent Women Senes New Edition. 
With Poitrail and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth. Is. net. 

STOKES (CHARLOTTE CARMICHAEL). 

SHAKESPEARE’S WARWICKSHIRE 
CONTEMPORARIES. Shakespeare Head Press. Demy 
8vo, 7s. 6d. net. 

Contents •— Richard Field, printer of Shakespeare's first 
book—Sir Thomas Lucy the Elder—Sir Thomas Lucy the 
Second.—Sir Thomas I.ucv the Third.—.John Somerville of 
Edreston.—Edward Arden—Sir John Conway of Ariaii.— 
Edward Neville.—The Tlirockmortons.—^The GrcMllcs and 
Lord Brooke —Dr, John Hall —Michael Dra\ ton.—The 
Trussells of Billesley—The (Joptons.—The (kmibes—The 
LTuderhilks—The Clergy of Stratford—The Schoolniasteis.— 
Conclusion.—Index 

TEMPLE (A. G.), F.S.A., Director of tho Guildhall 

Art Gallery, London, Knight Commander of the Older 
of Alfonso XII. of Spain, Knight of the Order of the 
Danebrog, Denmark, Ofiicier dc 1 Instruction Pubhque 
de France. 

MODERN SPANISH PAINTING. Being a Review' 
of some of the Chief Painters and Paintings of the Spanish 
School since the time of Goj'a. Demv 4to, cloth gill, gilt 
top, £5 5s. net. Limited to 300 numbered copies. 

This Volume consists of a General Survey of .Modern Spanish 
Painting, followed by separate chapters on “ The Painters of 
History,” “The Landscape Painters,” “ The Portrait Painters,” 
“The Painters of Genre” ; it it printed on hand-made paper, 
with initials to each chapter in red and black, and illustrated 
with fifty-eight reproductions in photogra\urc of Painlings by 
Fortuny, Pradilla, Carbdnero, Palmaroli, Alvarez, Bilbao, 
Brull, Beruete, Clieca, Casado del Alisal, Cat ala, Domingo, 
Degrain, Garnello y Ahla, Gallegos, GarciA y Ramos, Galofre, 
Madrazo, Rosales, Martin Rico, Sorolla, Villegas, Valles, 
Zuloaga, and many others. 

• The Volumes marked are at present out of print. 


28 GIBBINGS and COMPANY, LIMITED 

— 

UDAL rNICHOLAS). 

RALPH ROISTBR DOISTER. Museum nramatisls. 
lulited with N()lt*-l) 0 (ik uud Word Lisl li\ John S 1’'vumi:k 
I' oolseaj) iSso, cltdli, 2s uel, paper. Is dd ncl 

” Is primarily of intoii-st as tlio Iirsi extaiil Knglish comedy and the link 
between the ‘ inteilnrte ’ and comedy propci, and is full of mrotous and 
natne hiimoni Glnsuow Hftuhl 

VICTORIA (QUEEN), LIFE OF. 

Ily AfiLLirnNT Gviuikti Fwsri.iT Kmineul Women Senes. 
New lidition. With Poilrad and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth. 
Is. net. 

VOLTAIRE (FRANCOIS MARIE 
AROUET). 

CANDIDE; or, All for the Best. A New Transla¬ 
tion, I'.diled by W vi.i i a .Ir.nnonii, with Vignettes by Apkien 
Morkav. ISinn, elolb, loji edge gill. Is bd net. linit> leather, 
lop edge gill, 2s net, st:ini]jed leather, gill edges. 2s. t)d net. 

WALSH (WILLIAM S.). 

HANDY BOOK OP LITERARY CURIOSI¬ 
TIES. Large crown Svo, cloth extra, lldl pp., 7s. Od net. 

“ Fven the shoilest ailicles are well sMitlen, and the sast amount of 
infuimalum which Mi. W.ilsh has collected is alwa\s gi\ en in n pleasing and 
intcresliiig form.”— St<ilsm<tn. 

" Of really r< maikahle niciil Spedator. 

WALKER (Col. THOMAS NICHOLLS). 

THROUGH THE MUTINY. Reminiscences of 
TJiirty Years’ Actiye Service and Sport in India, 1854-83. 
Portrait and Illustialions by M’P, and It. C. Armour. 
Dcm> Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Full of jiilciesting details, anecdotes, and side lights on an 
important historical e\enl. as well as on other active service. 
Tigei hunting, pig sticking, and Indian life generally. 

WELLESLEY (MARQUIS). 

Uv Col. G. It. Mat,i.eso.v, C.S I. Statesmen Senes. 'New 
Edition. With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

WESLEY (SUSANNA). 

By Eliza Clarke. Eminent Women Senes. New Edition, 
With Portrait and Index. Crown Svo, cloth, Is, ncl, \ 
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LONDON; 18 RimV STREET, W.C. 

WORDSWORTH iWILLIAMi. 

LYRICS AND SONNRTS. Soloclod iiml l-'diU-d 
Clemlnt K. SiioiuLii.witli .ui lidmdurlion cMkI Hil)li(ii'Kij)lni.d 
Note nod I'jJili’Hit Study l)y Khvniv » n, a.I t 

18nio, cloth, lop edfte jjdt. Is (id, net, limp h alher, loi» idLa* 
gilt, 2s net, slumped leather, gilt edges. 2s ()il net. 


The Works of Mr. W B. Yeats arc siijiphed hv Messrs, riinnixos 
A>Jr> (’.OiMPWY, Lniirrn, as Agents for Ml. A. H Biilkn, 
Shakespenrt' Head i'/es‘s, Slralford-on-A\on. 


YEATS (W. B.). 

THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND 
PROSE. With Portraits liv .lonx .S Saiigi m. It.A., 
CiiAr.LE.s Shannon, Sioxon Mancim and .J }J ’^ixrs. 
Musical Sellings hv pLomi,Nr,n I-'ahh, and others. Bihliogiapliy 
hy Allan Wadi:. l-hght Vols. Demy 8\o, grey linen sides 
with quarter vellum hack Sliaht’spran'IIcuil Pu't^s tills net. 
loGO copies printed, type dislrihuled. 

" The pnhlieation ol the Collected WoiKs in \cise and piosrol William 
Biiller Yealh is .m honoinalile aeknovl ■dgnienl of the hi{>h esleem In whu li 
Ins work is held hv the best critics, ai i to the iinerilicaJ <iii obiect li’ssoii. 
No pains have heen spaied to make I hose eigJit \oluiiies \\uilli> a jdjte 
on the llbrarvshels es of the most exact ng and bistidioiis of book-eollei lois. 
. . . To-day in the woild of letters llie p is no moiepicluiesque liguie tli.m 
Mr. Yeats, nor is thete a sMiler ssho i (hum to base made a deepei m.uk 
upon the thought ol his time ."—Fnilnuihlhf Jicmew. 

- THE CELTIC TWILIGHT. (.low'n iS\((, (lolh 

extra. .1. II Bnllon. (>s. 

-IDEAS OF GOOD AND EVIL. ( town Sto. 

cjuarler cloth. A. IJ. lUiUeii. (is. 

- THE SECRET ROSE. \Silh lllustialious hy 

.1. B. \"E\'r‘« (irow'U iS\o, cloth exlia 1 awn im’ and llulhni. 
Gs. net. 


DEIRDRE; A Play in Three Acts. Crown 
8vo, quarter cloth. A //. Biitlen. Us Gd, net 

POEMS, 1899-1906. {Oui of Prml) 

A New Edition w'lll be Published under the Idle ol *■ Poems ; 
Second Series." It will include the Poems m " The Wind 
Among the Reeds " W'llli some New Poems 

-PLAYS FOR AN IRISH THEATRE. 

Complete Sets of the Separate Editions of Plays loi an Irish 
Theatre cannot be supplied. A Revised C.ollecled l.dition in a 
Single Volume is in preparation. 

- A BIBLIOGRAPHY. By Allan Wadf. Demy 

8vo, quarter cloth, (id copies jirinlcd, .SVioAes/wore Head 
Press. 7s fid, net. 
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LIST OF PUBLICATIONS, ARRANGED 
IN ORDER OF PUBLISHED PRICES. 


*** Books In more than one Volume are listed twice, at price 
per Volume and price per Set. Thus Cervantes' “ Bon Quixote " 
can either be reckoned as four at 2s- Gd. each or as one at 10s. 


Sixpence tfet 

PLAYGOERS* THEATRE SERIES. 

One Shilling 

STRUCTURAL BOTANY Tooko 

One Shilling Net 
ALBANY, COUNTESS OF. Lee 
AUSTEN, JANE. Malden 
BBACONSFIELD. Kebble 
BISMARCK. T.nwo 
BOLINGBROKE, HasRall. 

BRONTE, EMILY. llnbuH.tii 
BROWNING. MRS. Jiiktuh 
DALHOUSIE. Trotlor 
DERBY. Kebhle. 

DB 8TAEL MAD. 

EDGEWORTH, MARIA, /iiiniu m 
BUOT. GEORGE. 

FOX. Wakoman 
FRY, ELIZABETH. J’ltinari 
FULLER, MARGARET, llowe 
GAMBETTA. Marzials 
GLADSTONE. Lury. 

GODWIN, MARY. Pennell 

GRATTAN. Dunlop 

LAMB, MART. Gilchrist 

MARGARET OF NAVARRE. R<il>inR»n 

MARTINEAU. Miller 

HBTTERNICH. Malleson 

MORE. HANNAH. Yon^e 

O'CONNELL. Hamilton 

PALMERSTON. Sandora 

PEBL. Montague 

PRINCE CONSORT. Yonge 

RACHEL. Ecnnard 

HOLAXD. Blind 

SARD, GEORGE. Thuioas. 

SHELLEY, MRS. liux»etti. 

81DDONS, MRS. A. Kenrianl 
VICTORIA, QUEEN. Fawiett 
WELLESLEY. MaUeson. 

'WESLEY, S. Clarke 

One Shilling and Sixpence 
DBVONSHIRE IDYLS. O'Nrlll. 

TOLD IN THE DIMPSFS. O’Xeill 


One ShtUing and Sixpence Net 

ANACRBON ODES. 

JiROWNB'S RBUGIO MEDICI. 

PS QUINCEY’S WORKS. 2 v. eac h. 
BlIBBSON'S ESSAYS. 2 vola each 
EVERYMAN. Paper. 

EAM MBR GURTON'S needle. Paper. 
I^WOOO’S FOUR P.P., Ac. Paper 
l>»^^BN JOHN AND TOM TILER. 

iikMTiSwrs BraATs. g v.b. «wh. 




3 vols. each. 


One Shilling and Sixpence Net, 

UDAL’S ROISTER DOISTER. 
VOLTAIRE’S CANDIDE. 
WORDSWORTH'S LYRICS. 

Ttvo Shillings. 

WIDOW WOMAN. Lp(4. 

DEVON IDYLS. O'Xdll 

Tim Shillings Net 

ANACREON ODES. Diinp leather 
BROWNE’S RELIOIO MEDICI. Lp Ir. 
DE QUINCEY’S BEST WORKS. 2 vols. 
ea<-h 

EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 nils each 
EVERYMAN. 

HEYWOOD’S FOUR P.P., &e. 

-JOHN JOHN AND TOM TILER. 

GAMMER GURTON’S NEEDLE. 
MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. 0 vols each. 
Limp leather 

OMAR KHAYYAM. Limp leather 
RABELAIS’ WORKS, 3v each J.p Ir. 
UDAL’S ROISTER DOISTER. 
VOLTAIRE’S CANDIDE. Lp leather. 
WORDSWORTH’S LYRICS. Li> Ir. 

Tu'o Shillings anti Sixpence 

COOKE’S BOTANIC TERMS. 

LEITH’S LEMON VERBENA. 

Tim Shillings and Sixpence Net 

AINSWORTH’S WINDSOR CASTLE. 

2 vdls each 

-TOWER OF LONDON. 2 v. eaeh 

-OLD ST. PAUL’S. 2 vols eac h. 

-GUY FAWKES. 2 voN earli, 

-ROOK WOOD. 2 voN each. 

-JACK SHEPPARD. 2 vols each 

-CRICHTON. 2 vols each. 

-MISER’S DAUGHTER. 2 v. each. 

-ST. JAMES. 

-STAR CHAMBER. 

-FLITCH OF BACON. 

-SPENDTHRIFT. 

ANACREON ODES. Stp leather. 
ARABIAN NIGHTS. 0 vole each. 
BECKFORD’S VATHEK. 

BOCCACCIO’S DECAMERON, i V eaeh.r 
BROWNE’S RELIQIO MEDICI. Stp. lr.-< 
CERVANTES’ DON QUIXOTE. 4 % each. 

- EXEMPLARY NOVELS. 2 v. each. 

DE QUINCBY’S BEST WORKS. 2 vols. 
each 

EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 vols each. 
ERASMUS'S COLLOQUIES. 3 v. each. 

-PRAISE OP FOLLY. 

GANZ’S HINTS ON PAINTING. Paper. 

-HINTS ON MODELLING.. Paper. 

HERRICK’S aSSPBRIDES. 2 v. each. 
HOMBA’S lUADS AND ODYSSEYS. 
4 each. ^ 
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Mjry street, w.c. 


Two Shtlhngi and Sirpmee If it. 

LAMB'S WORKS. 6\oU each 
CB SAFE'S OIL BLAS. 4 vols each. 
LEWIS’S THE MONK. S NOla each. 
HAHOARET OF NAVARRE’S HEP- 
TAMERON. Siola each 
MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS, (i vols caih 
Stamped leather 

MONTESQUIEU'S PERSIAN LETTERS. 
3 vols. each 

OMAR KHAYYAM. Stamped leather 
PIERS PLOUGHMAN’S VISION. 2 volt, 
each 

PLOTINUS ON THE BEAUTIFUL 
RABELAIS* WORKS, .'t NOls eacli 

- - 3 V each Stp, leather 

RADFORD'S POEMS. 

ROUSSEAU’S CONFESSIONS. 2 vnN ' 
each 

SCOTT’S CRUISE OF THE “MIDGE.” 

2 voIb. each 

SELDEN’S TABLE TALK. 
SAINTE-BEUVE’S ESSAYS. 3 v each 
SMOLLETT’S RANDOM. 3 v c.uh. 

-PICKLE. 4 volH each 

-FATHOM. 2 voW eat h 

-CLINKER. 2 VI>U each 

-GREAVES. 

VOLTAIRE’S CANDIDE. Stp h 
WORDSWORTH’S LYRICS. Sti> Ir 


Three Shillinife Xei 

DE QUINCEY’S BEST WORKS. 2 vola 
EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 voln 


Three Shillirv/a and St rpenci 

BOUROET’S A LOVE CRIME. 
BUNYAN’S PILGRIM’S PROGRESS. 
CUPPLES’ A SPLICED YARN. 
DASBNT’S TALES FROM THE 
FJELD. 

FLAUBERT’S MADAME BOVARY. 
-SALAMBO. 

GAUTIER’S MDLLE. DE MAUPIN. 

-TALES AND ROMANCES. 

GILMORE’S WILD BEASTS. 
GONCODRT’SIDE) RENEE HAUPERIN. 
LEE’S OUR LITTLE TOWN. 
•MURGBR’S BOHEMIANS. 

NELSONIAN REMINISCENCES. 
OHNET’S THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 


Three ShiUinge and .Sixpence Net 

^DRAYTON’S NTMPHIDIA. 

, FORBES’ MONKEYS. 2 vols each 
RANZ’B HINTS ON FAINTING. 

» -HINTS ON MODELLING. 

HIHKSON’S EXPERIENCES. 

MITOY’S BUTTERFLIES. 3 lOla each 

-MOTHS. 2 vol? each. 

LTDEKKER’S BRITISH MAMMALS. 

--OATS. 

--MARSUPIALS. 

OGILVIE-ORANT’S GAME BIRDS. 

V 2 vob. eacli. 

^MAir KHATTAM. Cotoired Plates. 
BHA«?S BRITISH BIROS. iV.sMib. 
y. TBATS^^OMRDBB. 


Four Shilhnge Net. 

DE QUINCEY’S BEST WORKS. 

2 voli LiDip le.ather 
EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 v Ip. leather 

Four ShUlini/K and Sixpence Net, 
RABELAIS’ WORKS. 3vole 

Five ShtUinffS Net. 

AINSWORTH’S WINDSOR CASTLE. 

2 voIp 

-TOWER OF LONDON. 2 \o1p. 

- OLD ST. PAUL’S. 2 vols 

- GUY FAWKES. 2vi.h 

-ROOKWOOD. 2 vols. 

-JACK SHEPPARD. 2 vols 

-CRICHTON. 2 vote 

-MISER’S DAUGHTER. 2 vote. 

CERVANTES’ EXEMPLARY NOVELS. 

2 vote 

DE QUINCEY’S BEST WORKS. 2 vote. 

Staiiipoil leatlier 
EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 vote 
HERRICK’S HESPERIDE5. 2 \ote 
HEYWOOD’S PROVERBS. 

OMAR KHAYYAM. Japan vcllmu 
PIERS PLOUGHMAN’S VISION. 2 V. 
ROUSSEAU’S CONFESSIONS. 2 vote. 
SCOTT’S CRUISE OF THE “MIDGE.” 

2 vote 

SMOLLETT’S FATHOM. 2 vote 
-CLINKER. 2 volB 

Six Shillings 

BLACKMORE’S LORNA DOONE. 

-CHRISTOWELL. 

BUNYAN’S PILGRIM’S PROGRESS. 
CHAFFERS’ HAND - BOOK TO 
KERAMICS. 

GOULDSBURY’S DULALL. 

KINGSLEY’S WESTWARD HOI 
LONG’S NAVAL YARNS. 

YEATS’ CELTIC TWILIGHT. 

-IDEAS OF GOOD AND EVIL. 

Shillings Net. 

BOSWORTH’S ANGLO SAXON 
GOSPELS. 

DOLLINGER’S GENTILE AND JEW. 

2 \ ols each. 

-FIRST AGES. 

DURANDUS* SYMBOUSM OF ^ 
CHURCHES. 

MOEHLER’S SYMBOLISM. 

RABELAIS’ WORKS. 8 \ote. Lp.lr. 
YEATS’ THE SECRET ROSE. 


Smen ShxUwgs Net. 
FORBES’ MONKEYS. 2 vote. 
KIRBY’S MOTHS. 2 vote. 
OGILVIE-GRANT’S GAME BIRDS. 

2 vote 


.Scren Shtlhngs and Sixpence. 
WALKER’S THROUGH THE MUHXjf* 


Seven ShtUingt and Sixpenee HM. Ve > 
ERASMUS’ COLLOQUIES. S vtll. , < ' 
LEWIS’S THE MOlriEt StoNi; 
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Seven SkUHngs and Sixpence Net 

UONTESqUIEU'S PERSIAN LETTERS. 

S voW 

OMAR KBAmM. India Taper Ed 
RABELAIS’ WORKS. I) vola Stp li 
RALEIOH’S ’’REVENGE.” 
ROSSSm’S ITALIAN POETS. 
SAINTE-BfcUVE'S ESSAYS. 
SMOLLETT’S RANDOM. S v(»N 
STOPES; SHAKESPEARE’S WAR- 
WlCKBfilBS CONTEMPORARIES. 
WALSH'S literary CURIOSITIES. 
YEATS’ BIBLIOGRAPHY. 

.Ymp Shilhnyg Net 

MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. C\< 

Ten Shillings Nit 

BOCCACCIO'S DECAMERON. 4 \(>ls 
CERVANTES’ DON QUIXOTE. 4 Mils 
CHAPMAN’S HOMER ILIADS, Ac. 4 \, 
LE SAGE’S GIL BLAS. 4 \«jN 
SMOLLETT’S PICKLE. 4 vola 

Ten Shillinyh iind Siiprnre Net 

KIRBY’S BUTTERFLIES. 

Tveh'C Shillings Net 

BOLLINGER’S GENTILE AND JEW. 

2 voIh 

MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. 6vols. Lp Ir 
’’LOST” TUDOR PLAYS. 


Ttedve iShUlinge and Sixpence Set 

MARGARET OF NAVARRE, fiepta- 

incron 5 vo!*! 

RABELAIS’ WORKS. 5 ^()la 

Faurteen Shillings Net 

SHARPE’S BRITISH BIRDS. 1 ^ols. 

Fiiteen Shillings Net. 

LAMB’S COMPLETE WORKS. •’> vol^ 
MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. (• vols ijip Ir 
ARABIAN NIGHTS. G\uis 

Tnentii-nne Shillings Net 

ARABIAN NIGHTS. livtni plt^. 

Tliirtn Shillings Net 

SMOLLETT’S WORKS. 

'1 hirlif’liie Shillings Net 

CHAFFERS’ KERAMIC GALLERY. 

hirtu-tiio Shillings Net 
“LOST” TUDOR PLAYS. Laigol’a. 

liighty-hur Skillings Net 

YEATS’ COMPLETE WORKS. 

One Hundred '/mi /?w Shillings Arf 

TEMPLE’S SPANISH PAINTING. 








